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Young Wild West and the Lasso Thrower
OR, THE HARD GANG OF BLACK RAVINE
By ~N OLD SCOUT
CHAPTER !.-The Lasso Thrower Receives A
Surprise.
"I kin beat anybody that ever lived at throwin'
a lasso! I don't care who it is, or where he
hails from! I ain't an awful lot of good at <loin'
anything else, but I sartinly do know how ter
handle a rope."
The speaker was a muscular young man with
a smooth-shaven face that was tanned by the sun
and wind. He was attired in the ordinary style
of a cowboy, and as he sat upon the back of a
rather bony mustang he had all the appearance
of being one who had rou.ghed it and had been
much in the saddle. His remarks were addressed
to a small crowd that was gathered before the
tavern in the little town of Blackmark, Wyoming,
which was situated some few miles from Fort
Bridger. Blaakmark was a sleepy little -t;own. lt
might better have been called a settlement, but
as it was a sort of trading center for the -owners
of the cattle ranches for miles around, it had
taken on the name of a town, and such we shall
call it.
The cowboy, for such he was, had arrived half
an hour befoi·e he stepped outside the barroom c,.f
the tavern and made the boastful declaration. A
few drinks of tanglefoot had "warmed him up,"
so to speak, and he no doubt wanted to show that
he could do something that was rather out of
the ordinary. His hearers were mostly loungers
who hung about thE: tavern, too lazy t o .do much
in the way of work, and always ready to be
treated by anyone who was kind enough to ask
them.
·
We say mostly of this sort of men, for there
were four others there who were strangers in
the town. They had arrived but a short time before the cowboy rode up, and they now stood
_inside the barroom, looking at him through the
doorway. When we state that they were Young
Wild West, the Champion Deadshot of the West,
his two partners, Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart,
and Hop Wah, the Clever Chinee, our readers will
easily understand that the cowboy was likely
to be "called," if he got going too strong.
Young Wild West could handle a lariat about
as well as the average man or boy of the ,¥est,
and his two partners were anything but slow at

the game, too. The eyes of two or three ~f the
bystanders turned upon the handsome young
deadshot, who had made himself famous from Ms
daring exploits and ·wonderful coolness, as the
challenge came from the boastfu l man. But the
boy only smiled. He did not seem to take the
cowboy at all seriously. But soon he was compelled to say something, for the man suddenly
stepped toward the door and said, as he looked
him full in the face:
"You're Young Wild West, ain't yer?"
"That's who I am, my friend," was the reply,
while a smile played about the young deadshot 's
lips.
"You're a mighty smart kid, I've been told."
" Well, perhaps I do know a few pretty good
trick s."
·
"You hold ther title of Champion Deadshot, c1·
somethin' like that, don't yer?"
"Well, I have managed to h old a little more
than my end up in the shooting mat~hes I have
taken part in."
"Yes, so I was told a few minutes ago by that
feller over there."
.
.
.
He pointed to a 1·ather old man with
long
beard that was pretty gray.
"That man is a stranger to me. I never saw
him before until I arrived at Blackmark abou t
an hour ago. If he told you anything like that
he did not get his information from me."
"I've heard all about yer, Young Wild West,"
the old man spoke up, bowing in the way of an
apology. "Excuse me for sayin' it. But I know
it's so."
"All ri,ght, my friend. You are excused. You
have no doubt heard something about me and
my friends, and if you ·h ave, I h ope it is nothing
very bad."
"Not a bit bad, in my way of thinkin', Young
Wild West. You've m·ade a name for yourself
by stickin' close ter what's right e.n' always bein'
1·eady ter help them what needed it. You're what
they call a real boy hero, Young Wlild West, an'
I'm mighty proud ter know yer an' ta.J.k t o yer.
My name is Al Moran, an' I make my livin' by
huntin' an' trappin'. I've lived liere ever since
this place has been called Blackmark."
"Well, I 'll shake hands with y ou, then. You
str ike me as being a man of the r eal old-fo~hioned'
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type--one who has roughed it and lived through
it to a pretty good age."
The old hunter came forward in a way that
showed his delight. He seized the boy's hand
and wrung it heartily.
"I'm proud of this shake," he declared, as he
held fast the hand of our hero. "I ain't one of
ther kind of men as thinks a boy don't know
nothin' an' can't do things. You're ther king of
'em all, Young Wild West! I know what I'm
talkin' about."
"No more flattery, please. Let me introduce
you to my friends. I reckon you may have heard
something about them, too. They always travel
with me."
"Yes, I've heard about your pards. I'm glad
ter meet 'em, of course."
"Well, this is Cheyenne Charlie, the man who
rendered such great service to the ,government
troops while the fighting with the Sioux was going on. He is a genuine scout, and don't you
forget it."
Al Moran shook hands with th,J! scout.
"And this," went on the young deadshot, as he
nodded to his other partner, "is Jim Dart, who
was born and reared not a great many miles
from this very spot. He is only a boy, like myself. But I reckon he's all there, and always
on hand when wanted, no matter what the difficulty is."
·
The hunter nodded and gripped the hand of
Jim.
"And this is Hop Wah, our Clever Chinee,"
resumed Young Wild West, pointing out the
Chinaman, who stood smiling blandly close at
hand. You must shake with him, Mr. Moran,
for he is a heathen worth being acquainted with."
"You bet I will shake hands with him!" exclaimed the old hunter. "I would shake hands
with an~ody what was a friend of yours. A
heathen is a heathen, I know; but I s'pose some
of 'em is jest as good as a white man."
"Me velly smartee Chinee, so be," declared
Hop, as he accepted the hand that was offered
him and shook it in hearty fashion.
"What's all this got ter do with me bein' ther
champion lasso thrower of ther World?" asked
the boastful cowboy, who had come close to the
door, and had been taking in all that went on.
"You folks might think I'm· braggin a whole lot,
but if yer do you're a whole lot mistaken. Since
there's been a lot of introducin' goin' on, I'll
let yer all know who I am. I am Sport Havens,
ther Lasso Thrower, an' I don't ask no odds
of anyone at handlin' a rope."
"Well," said Young Wild West, smiling at him,
"since you have taken the pains to introduC'O
yourself, I would like to see what you can do
with a rope."
"Ah! That's talkin'. I'm always willin' ter
show what I kin do, kid. I jest heard a lot of
fine talk goin' on about you. You may be a
crack shot, but I don't think you kin handle a
rope with me."
"Have yer got any money with yer, stranger?"
It was Cheyenne Charlie who made this remark.
"I reckon I have," was the reply, and Sport
Hayens, as he called himself, turned with a smile
to the scout. · "I was paid off last night, an'

I've got ther biggest part of my month's wages
left. Why, do you want to do any bettin'?"
"Yes, I reckon I do. I'll jest bet yer a tenspot that Young Wild West kin beat yer with a
rope."
"I'll take yer, pard. I'm always ready ter back
myself at throwm' a lasso. Here yer are! Put
up yer coin." ·
•
The lasso thrower promptly unearthP.d two
five-dollar gold-pieces frot(I somewhere and
jingled them in his hand.
"Hold on, Charlie," interposed Young Wild
West, as the scout was about to make the wager.
"I reckon there is no use in this. We will see
what Mr. Sport Havens can do with a rope, and
then I may take a notion to show him something."
"Yer ain't afraid he'd lose, are yer?" asked
the cowboy, with a grin.
''Not exactly that. But I don't believe much
in betting. Just put your money back in your
pocket, and then if you feel disposed, go ahead
and give us a little exhibition.
"Well, that sounds rather reasonable-like. I
reckon you know what you're talkin' about. What
suits you folks suits me."
The lasso thrower grinned and acted as thou,gh
he was not very ha1·d to please. While he had
been doing a whole lot of boasting, there was
something about him that told that the man was
a pretty good fellow, after all. But the confident
smile his face wore was ample evidence that he
really considered himself to be something great
with a rope. Young Wild West and his partners
were quite experienced with a rope themselves, a3
those of our readers who have followed their adventures are well aware. The fact was that the
dashing young deadshot had few peers in that
particular line, though it was not very often he
engaged in such a contest.
Sport Havens, as he called himself, now walked
ovei; to the rough little broncho he had ridden
into Blackmark and quickly loosened the lariat
from the pommel of the saddle. It was a fine
horsehair rope, and the moment the eyes of our
friends rested upon it they knew it was one of
the best.
"I reckon I'll do a little rope dance for yer,
ter begin with," the cowboy said, smiling. "I've
sorter got that down mighty fine, an' if there's
anyone here as kin half way come up to , me,
I'm willin' ter stand for ther drinks for ther
whole crowd."
It was of the full length that is generally used
by cowboys in roping cattle, and as he .gradually
played out upon it the circle spread, until finally
the whole of it was taut and whirling around
in fantastic fashion. Then Sport Havens began
jumping back and forth over the rope as he
whirled it over his head. He was. certainly an
expert at the business, and our hero and his partner watched him with no little interest. He kept
on until he finally drew the rope back again, and
when he ceased he held it coiled in his left hand.
"How is that, Young Wild West?" he asked,
with a grin.
"As good as I ever saw," was the reply. "You
c.-ertainly know how to handle a rope, my friend.
I won't say that I can do that trick, so I'll admit
that you're a champion at it. How does that
strike you?"
"Fine. I know when you say that yer ain't
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tellin' no lie. You mean it, Young Wild West.
But if yer want ter see me do a little -throwin'
with my rope, I'll accommodate yer right away.
I'll show yer what I kin do on foot, an' then
I'll git in ther saddle."
The cowboy quickly prepared the rope, and then
as he looked around for some object to lasso,
his eyes rested for a moment upon Hop Wah,
Young Wild West's clever Chinee. The Chinaman was standing close to the doorway of the
tavern, two loungers being in front of him. But
thi.s did not seem to bother the lasso thrower in
the least. He picked out the Chinaman as his
mark.
"Now, then, if everybody will stand right still
for a minute, I'll show yer how I'll lasso ther
Chinee an' walk him over ter me. I ain't goin'
ter hurt you, so don't git scared, heathen."
"Me no gittee scared, so be," was the bland
retort, and Hop grinned at him in his childish,
innocent way.
Then Sport Havens let go his rope, whirling
it in a circle until it attained a height of probably ten feet. He kept letting it out all the
time, and soon the noose was whirling directly
over the Chinaman's head. Hop looked up at
it and grinned, while the men who stood befo1·e
him waited to see what would happen. Of course
the rest were much interested, too. A quick
movement of the wrist, and the lasso thrower
succeeded in bringing the noose down with a jerk,
catching the Chinaman cleverly about the neck.
"Come here, heathen," he said, a!;J he pulled
upon the rope, though not hard enough to hurt
the Celestial in the least.
"Great gimlets!" exclaimed Cheyenne Charlie,
clapping his hands. "That's what I call somcthin' good. You're all right, Mr. Lasso Thrower.
You sartinly have got ther fancy part of ther
business down fine."
"Do you think you could do that, Young Wild
,vest?" Havens asked, as he released Hop from
the rope and turned with a smile to the young
dead shot.
/
"Well, I reckon I can," was the reply. "Shall
I show you?"
"Yes, I'd jest like ter see you do it. 'Of course,
I know there's plenty what kin do it. But that
ain't ther best I kin do with a rope, yer know."
"Well, I will try it, anyhow," and so saying
the boy took the ·lasso from him and prepared
it for the try.
He told Hop to go and stand where he had
been before, and then after a few maneuvers,
he sent the rope whirling into the air. Wild
knew he could do it, but he was very careful lest
he made a mistake, since he was well satisfied
that he had a real champion to watch him. He
:succeeded in lassoing Hop as cleverly as Havens
had done, and he was applauded roundly by that
individual for it.
"I reckon you're somethin' smart with a rope,
too, Young Wild West," Havens declared. "Shake
hands, will yer?"
"Why, certainly."
The two gripped hands and a hearty shake
ensued.
"Now, then, I'll show yer what I kin do while
on horseback," and so saying the lasso thrower
gathered up his rope and quickly mounted his
broncho.

g

He looked around and happened to see a stray
cow that probably belonged to the proprietor
of the tavern walking slowly along the roadside.
The animal had no doubt strayed from where ;t
had been pastured, but whether this was the case
or not, it made little or no difference, to anyone
C?ncerned. Uttering a yell, the cowboy started
lus horse forward and went down the road at a
swinging gallop . He waited until he was a good
ten feet past the unsuspecting cow, and then he
suddenly swung his rope and caught her about
the horns as neatly as it could possibly have been
done. As he came back leading the cow he was
greeted by no little applause.
"That's one way ter ketch a cow," he said, a-;;
he looked at our hero and nodded. "I kin do it
in about any way yer know. It don't make no
difference whether I'm behind 'em or ahead nf
'em, or on ther side. When I let my lariat go I'm
bound ter land what I aim at."
"I see," our hero answered, with a smile. "Now
then, if the owner of the cow will permit us,
you and I will start her down the road, and then
start after her, and see who gets her first. How
does that strike you?"
"Fi~e. Nothin' could suit me better."
"Well, all right, then. Just wait till I send
Hop after my horse. Our camp is only a short
distance away."
·
The boy then turned to the clever Chinaman,
and told him what he wanted.
"Allee light, Misler Wild," was the reply, and
Hop hurriedly left the spot.
In a few minutes he returned leading a splendid sorrel staliion that Y oun.g Wild West prided
himself on being the owner of.
"Hello, Spitfire, old boy," the boy said, as he
patted the intelligent animal on the neck, and
then turned his attention to the saddlegirths. "I
reckcm we are in a new line of busin06s for a
little while. I want you to do your best."
A whinny was the response, which seemed as
though Spitfire understood the boy's words, and
their import, as well. The cowboy looked at the
sorrel admiringly, and when the boy swung himself lightly in the saddle he gave an approving
nod and said :
"That horse jest suits you, Young Wild West.
I reckon I'm sorter up ag'in it now. But I'm
goin' ter do my best. Somebody jest please start
ther cow along ther road, an' then somet>ne eh;e
kin fire a shot. Then we'll be off. Ther one
as gits ther cow roped first is ther winner."
"All rlght, Mr. Havens," and our hero gave an
approving nod.
The proprietor of the tavern quickly turned
to the Chinaman and said :
"Start ther cow on a dead run, heathen. She's
mine, but that don't make no difference. I reckon
she won't git hurt any. It seems shEY won't stay
where she belongs, anyhow, an' maybe a little
shakin' up will sorter keep her off ther road
after this."
The words were scarcely out of his mouth when
the Chinaman stepped forward lightly and began
patting the animal, which had remained standing
quietly since the roping had taken place. It must
have been that Hop had a winnirtg way about
him, for the cow seemed to take to him. He
·went on around, and finally got hold of her tail.
'then he attached something to it, doing it q-q_ick-
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ly, and before anyone save Young Wild West
and his partners knew what Hop was up to, a
lighted cigar had been touched to the fuse of a
c1:acker, which had been attached to the tail.
Gittee ap !" cried the Chinaman, suddenly, as
he gave the cow a smart slap on the flank.
The animal started at a trot, but had not
gone more than ten paces when the cracker exploded with a loud report. That was quite sufficient to start her going at full speed, and with
a frightened snort, she went down the r oad as
fast as she had ever done in her life, no doubt.
Cheyenne Charlie quickly jerked a gun from his
belt, and 1,aising it over his head, pulled the
trigger. Crack! As the report rang out Wild
and the cowboy started in pursuit. The young
deadshot had his lariat ready, of course, for he
did not mean to give his rival the least bit of
an advantage.
Away rode ' the two, swinging their la1·iats and
rapidly gaining upon the frightened cow. When
they were just about close enough both ropes
shot into the air simultaneou sly. Then it was
that the lasso thrower endeavored to get in hi'l
fine work. But Wild was r ight there, so to speak,
and the loop of his lariat settled over the cow's
head a fraction of a second sooner than t}le other.
The cow was brought to a sudden halt, and with
both ropes taut, the rider s sat in the saddle,
lookink at each other.
"You win, Young Wild West!" exclaimed Spor t
Havens, taking off his hat and bowing. •~-You g ot
jest a little ther best of me, an' I want ter t ell .
you that I was <loin' my best, too. It's all r ight,
but I'm goin' ter call myself ther boss lasso
thrower yet, 'cause it ain't likely you're goin'
ter stay around here very long ter beat me out
01 it."
"That's right, Mr. Havens," was the smiling
retort. "Now then, I reckon we'll take the cow
oack, and then we'll all have a smoke."
In a very few minutes the coW--\was led back
to the tavern, and with the cheers of the small
crowd that had gathered by this time ringing in
their ears, the two went inside.

CHAPTER 11.-The Dark-Featured Stran:g er.
"Gentlemen," said Sport Havens, th e lasso
thrower, "I'm satisfied now. I've showed _yer a
little of what I kin do with a rope, an' Young
Wild West has showed yer what he kin do. He
rnrtinly is quicke1· than I am at ropin' a cow, an'
I've got an idea that he could do ther rope dance
about as well a s I kin, too, if he was ter try."
"No, I couldn't," the young deacl shot spoke· up.
"I never practiced mueh at that, so I will let
you have the honors. But it's all right, anyhow.
Landlord, just pass a box of cigars around. I
reckon we are- all going to smoke now."
No doubt there were those there who would
have preferred to have a drink of liquor. But
there was something about the boy's way of
speaking that seemed to induce them to take
cigars, which they did. The clever Chinee wa-s
there, too, and as he lighted his cigar he turned
to the proprietor of the tavern and said:
"Me makee um cow go velly muchee fastee, so
be."

"I reckon yer did," was the smiling retort.
"Where did yer git that big fire.c racker what yer
tied to her tail, anyhow?"
"Me makee, so be. Me velly smartee Chinee.
Me allee samee workee in um big factoly in China
where ley makee fireworks. Me knowee evelythling 'boutee fireworks, so be."
"Well, blamed if I don't think you're a mighty
smart Chinee."
"He sartinly is," declared Al Moran, the old
hunter, · who had been rather silent durinig the
time Wild and the cowboy were using their rope3,
though he had been an interested spectator, as
might be supposed.
"You velly smartee Melican man," Hop answered politely, as though he felt duty bound to
·return the compliment.
"Well, maybe I am. There's lots of smart
ones around here. Ther lasso thrower is mighty
smart, but the1·e's a ' boy here what's a little
smarter, if I know anything about it."
"Lat Young Wild West, so be."
"You have got that right, heathen. . Now then,
I reckon we'll all take a drink, since everybody's smokin'. Fill 'em up, Farley."
"I reckon you'll have ter wait a while, pard,"
the lasso thrower spoke up. "It's my turn now.
You'll have ter admit te'I: that, too."
"Well, I ain't goin' ter quarrel about it," and
the old man smifed. "Go ahead an' treat ther
boys then."
Havens was more than willing to do this, and
he promptly told the landlord to set out the
"pizen," as he called out. When Young Wild
West and Jim Dart called for gingerpop there
was a murmur of surprise.
"Don't take anything strong, eh?" observed the
la sso thrower, as he nodded to the boys.
"We never have yet," the young deadshot retorted, "and I hardly think we are g_o ing to begin
right away, either."
"I have found that I can ,get along very well
wi~hout it, so what would be the use of learning
to drink liquor?" Jim asked.
"Well, that's so, too," and Havens shook his
head. "I:f you don't know what it is ter drink
pizen, of course yer can't understand how it
makes yer feel. I don't know but what you're
right in not touchin' ther stuff."
There was nothing more said about what some
of them might have called a strange occurrence,
si-nce a lmost everybody who roughed it through
the wilds of the West had an inclination for
whisky wl1enever they got where it could be obtained. It was about the middle of the afternoon when the Jasso thrower had issued his challenge, and by the time they got throu gh talking
about the way it had been settled more than an
hour had passed. Several in the party insisted
upon standing treat, and finally when they
thought there wa s a good opportunity, our hero
and hi s partners decided to return to their camp,
where they had left the girls. By the girls we
mean our hero's golden-haired sweetheart, Arietta
Murdock; Anna, the wife of Cheyenne Char lie,
and Eloi se Gardner, Jim Dart's sweetheart.
The three had been traveling about the counttr,
with Young Wild West and his partners on
their trips in search of excitement and adventure
for quite some time, and they were so used to
the perils and adventures that befell them that
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they did not regard dan,ger in the light that the I make two friends and the friends are people
average person would have done. The fact that of the right sort--honest people, I mean."
Cheyenne Charlie's wife insisted 011 going with
"There ain't no mistake on that, Wild!" exhim made it possible for the two girls to be . claimed Cheyenne Charlie, sm:ling in the grim
members of the party, too, and it had now set• fashion he was sometimes noted for. "You have
tied down to a condition that the brave young got a way of routin' road agents an' outlaws, an'
deadshot and his partners seldom went anywhere sich like, an' yer also like ter clean up ther bad
without them.
1·edskins what makes trouble for honest folks.
They had another Chinaman in their employ, You can't call them faults, I'm sure."
too. He was a cook, and his name was· Wing
"Well, we won't talk about such matters," deWah. He was a brother to Hop, but rather un• cla1:ed the boy, shaking his head. "What we
like him in his ways, since he had long since want now is a little rest until supper time. I
become satisfied that he was cut out for a cook, suppos~ things will be rather lively about the
and nothing else, so he left it to his brother to tavern this evening, and it may be that we will
be a sport and make the fun for the party.
meet some strangers. If we don't, it' will be
The tavern being but a small affair, our friends rather> queer. As yet I haven't seen a person
had pitched their camp in an open lot close to who is at all bad in this place, and if we go
the houses that formed the settlement, and after away without meeting one, I will be much misassuring the lasso thrower and the old hunter taken. Something has igot to happen to make
that they would see them again before they went some excitement for us, for we have been two -0r
away, they left the tavern and made their way three days without having anything more to stir
us up than hunting for game, of which there
to the camp.
__,,
"Well, Wild, is the excitement over?" the boy~s has been plenty."
"Did you leave Hop ove.r 'at the tavern?" the
sweetheart asked, as he came up leading his horse.
"I reckon it is, Et, but there wasn't much ~x· scout's wife asked when she saw that the clever
Chinee had not returned with them.
citement about it, after all."
"Yes, he stayed there. I suppose he wants to
"We saw what you were doing, and we could
•
not quite understand it. At first we thought the have some fun with the natives."
"An' most likely he'll git a big lot of tanglecowboy was trying to pick a row with you."
"Oh, no. He is not that sort of fellow, it seems. foot, too," the scout declared. "If he does, I'm
But he has got a great opinion of himself, and goin' ter make it mighty warm for him when
I think he is entitled to have it too, for I never he shows up."
yet met a man who could throw a lasso quite as
"Well, Charlie, I hardly think that Hop will
well as he can. Did you see him doing the rope drink more than is good for him. I don't mean
dance?"
b;v that that whisky is good for anyone, but
smce Hop can't be broken of the habit, we will
"No," was the 1·eply.
"Well, that's so; you couldn't have seen that allow that a little might be good for him. He
from here. It was great, and though I think I has learned pretty well by this time that when
might have done a little bit of it myself, I he gets drunk he is apt to get used rather
wouldn't attempt to cry after seeing what he roughly. We will let him alone until supper
did. But when it comes to throwing a rope and time, anyhow."
. Already the Chi~ese cook was making preparacatching a cow or steer, I think I can hold my
own with him. I did it, anyhow, though I wa,s tions for the evenmg meal. Our friends always
carried plenty of provisions with them, and each
not a second ahead of him in getting the cow."
"We were looking when that happened, and it time they stopped where such things could be
seemed strange to us that the two ropes did not purchased they added to their stock, for quite
often they were as long as a week without meetbecome mixed up."
ir.;g with anything like civilization. While they
"Well, that was very cleverly done by both of always shot plentv of game, this
not qmte
us, I suppose. I was looking out that I didn't. enough to satisfv their appetites. was
much in
get tangled up with his. rope, and I suppose he the way of meat and not enough Too
of bread did
was doing the same. This fellow, whose name not go very well, though, of course,
a ·person
is Sport Havens, is all right. There is an old could manage to exist upon it. Wing would
man living here who is a hunter and trapper, make very fine biscuits arid muffins and as
too, and he seems to be a fine old fellow. He wanted .to bake some potatoes for supper, he
knew all about us, and you ought to hear the - started his fire a little early.
way he praised us. That sort of thing makes me
Cheyenne Charlie had shot a bear the day
rather sick now, because I have heard so much
of it. Notoriety is all right to have, but some- before, and the meat from this was about ready
for eating purposes now, so while our friend's
times one gets tired of it."
sat and chattered over what had happened in the
"Well, you shouldn't mind it, Wild," and the :past few days, and what
was likely to happen
girl shook her head and smiled. "No one could m the future, the preparations for the
supper
ever say anything bad about you, and that should went on. When it was finally ready the
sun
make you feel proud."
was well down in the west. Hop had not yet
"Well, I suppose it does, Et," the boy admitted, appeared, but Wild decided not to look for him
as he looked rather serious. "But I don't see until after they had eaten supper. It was a
how anyone could ever say anything bad about fine meal they sat down to, an<l they did full
any of us., Mavbe we have started trouble at justice to it, too.
,
different-times, but it was always when I thought
"Now then," said Cheyenne Charlie, as he
it was necessary. I have made lots of enemies, lighted one of the cigars he had brought from
I know, but every time I make an enemy I think the tavern, "I reckon we'll go an' see what ther
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heathen is up ter. I've heard lots of laughin'
over there, which shows that he's been gittin'
in some of his fine work."
"All right, Charlie," the young deadshot answered, as he lighted a cigar, for he smoked
occasiona-lly, even if he did not take anything
strong in the way of drink.
"I reckon I'll stay here with the girls," Jim
Dart spoke up, as he looked at his sweetheart
smilingly.
"That's all right, Jiih," our hero answered.
"We all know that Eloise is a little timid, especially when night is coming on. But she will
get used to· that some of these days."
"Maybe wl:ien she gits hitched up ter Jim, an'
has been that way a while, she won't want ter
have him around so much," the scout observed,
with a grin.
"You don't mean that as a hint for me, do you,
Charlie?" Anna asked, as she turned to him suddenly.
"No, gal, I didn't mean nothin' of ther kind,"
was the retort.
"Well, by the way you spoke, I thought you
did. I am satisfied to be with you all the time.
But I know that such a thing couldn't be. You
are too fond of looking for trouble and getting
into fights for that, and, of course, I wouldn't
want to be with you on such occasions."
• "Well, maybe you're right, gal. But I reckon
you see quite enough of me as it is."
"Well, we won't argue that point, so I suppose
I might as well admit that you are right."
"Wild!" exclaimed the scout, grinning broadly
now, "that's where I've got ther best of her
once. It's ther first time she's ever give in ter
me."
"Well, let's hope it won't be-the last, Charlie,"
was the reply. "Come on. We will stroll ove1·
there and see -what's going on. I have noticed
several going that way in the past half hour, so
there must be a pretty good crowd there now.
It seems that about all the men living in the
settlement have _gone to the tavern. Some of
them eyed us as they passed, as you know."
"Yes, I s'pose a few has come in toward night,
an' didn't know we was here. It's natural that
they should look at us an' wonder who we are._
But you kin bet they've found out by this time."
The two now walked leisurely from the camp
and soon reached the tavern. A do;i;en or more
men were grouped outside peering through the
doorway. Inside two or more persons were dancing, while several were clapping their hands to
• keep time. Bursts of laughter rang out, too,
and the clinking of glasses mingled with the
sounds. As Wild and Charlie approached the
men made way for them to enter, some of them
nodding to greet them. As Wild entered the
barroom of the tavern he saw Hop dancing about
the room with the lasso thrower and the old
hunter.
Each seemed to be trying to outdo the other,
and as Hop knew little or nothing about the
American way of dancing, the scene was comical
enough. The hunter seemed to have the best of
it, though the lasso thrower was a close second.
But Hop managed to jump about and keep p·retty
good time. Probably ten men were lined about
the sides of the room, and nearly everyone of
them was beating time, while broad grins showed

upon their faces. The proprietor was behind the
bar, leaning upon it with Ms elbows, and in a
cornet all by himself stood a dark-featured man
with a heavy mustache that entirely covered his
lips. He wore a brand-new sombrero which waa
pushed well down over his ears, and his suit wa\!
of corduroy, well worn but still serviceable.
High-topped boots and a leather belt from
which hung a brace of revolvers and a loll/g huntinig knife completed his make-up. This man was
a stral)ger to our friends, and it was but natural
that they should turn their . attention to him at
once. As soon as the old hunter saw the two
enter he at once ceased dancing, and rushing to
them, he seized their hands and exclaimed:
"So you're back ag'in, eh, boys? Well, I
reckon it's about time we had another drink.
Come on."
• "Go it a little easy, Mr. Moran," said Wild,
with a smile. "There is no need of asking us to
drink since neither of us want anything in that
line n0w. We have just eaten supper, you see."
"Well, all right. You know your own business.
But you're welcome, anyhow."
"l might suppose," went on our hero, looking
at hin:i sharply, "that you have quite enough
for a while, too. But you know your own business, of course."
"Well, I've been drinkin' a little more than
usual, so I s'pose maybe I had better ·take your
advice. I ain't been what yer call drunk in forty
years, an' I s'pose maybe I've took a little more
this afternoon than I've done in any one day
in all that. time. But that's 'cause ·we've had
sich a good time here. Say, Young Wild West!
ther lasso thrower is all right. I thought when
he was let~in' his jaw run so afore you said
anything to him that was a big bluffer, but I've
made up my mind that he's all right. He's all
wool an' a yard wide."
"An' I'm always a gentleman as far as I know
how," spoke up Sport Havens, as he came over
and seized the young deadshot and the scout by
the hands.
"Me allee ,samee likee Melican man, so be "
Hop declared, so he ran forward, just as though
Wild and Charlie were strangers he had met a
short time befo:re. "Me Hkee shakee hands with
Young Wild West and Cheyenne Charlie, so be."
As _he reached out to do it, Charlie seized him
by the w1ist and gave him such a squeeze that
the Chinaman fell upon his knees, at the same
time emitting a cry of pain.
"Git up, you yaller galoot!" Charlie exclaimed,
and then he gave another twist that brought him
to his feet in a jiffy. "I reckon you have got
a little too much tanglefoot in your system, so
I'll jest shake some of it out of yer."
The scout was in a very good humor, even
though he spoke rather harshly. He began dancing about the room, whirling the Chinaman with
him, and when he had gone around perhaps, a
dozen times, he suddenly let go of his hold upon
Hop's wrist. The effect was all that could be
desired, for across the room went the Chinaman,
fetching up with a bump against the dark-featured
stranger, who 'had not deigned to open his mouth
or move from the spot where he had been standing. The collision was entirely unexpected and
when he had recove red his breath from the b~p
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he had received, th<> stranger started toward the game if yer want ter. I know who yer are putty
scout, an angrv gleam showing in his eyes.
. well by this time, 'cause I've been listenin' to
"What are yer tr.yin' tei· do, knock ther breath what's been said since I've been here. You're
out of me, you big galoot?" he cried, angrily.
Young Wild West, an! they_call yer ther Cham"See here!" exclaimed the scout, bristling up pion Deadshot. But that don't ma.keno difference
instantly, "if you think I pushed ther Chinaman ter me. I'm somewhat of a deadshot myself." '
over there so he would bump into yer, all right.
"Do you really mean it, when you say that you
But I didn't, jest ther same. Now then, what will go outside and shoot it out with Cheyenne
do yer want ter make out of it?"
Charlie?" Wild queried, co<rlly.
As the two stood glaring at each other ready
"I never say anythin.g I don't mean, kid."
to fight, our hero stepped between them and said,
"Well, I would be sorry to see you do anymildly:
thing like that, for I happen to know enough
either
it,
about
mad
get
don't
now,
here,
"See
about my partner to satisfy me that YQU would
of you. It was merely an accident."
have no chance with him. Now then, you take
"Git out of the.r way, kid!" the stranger cried, my advice and pick up that gun and put it in
roughly, and so saying he gave Wild a push that the holster where it belongs."
sent him back a few steps. "If this big galoot
"Oh, I'll pick up ther gun all right," and so
wants ter fight, I'm his man."
saying the man did so.
Biff ! Cheyenne Charlie let go his right fi.:;t
But instead of dropping it back into the holster,
and caught the man a heavy blow on the breast, he endeavored to turned the muzzle toward tlrn
which sent him staggering almost across the boy. B1;1t once more he W/l.S defeated, for the
.
room.
second time our hero struck the weapon from his
"I'm always ready ter fight a sneakin' co7.otel" hand.
· he cried, for nis blood was up no.w. "You re no
"You are what I call a sneaking cur!" the boy
good, an' I know it. Put u:p your hands, an' I'll exclaimed, his eyes flashing dangerously. "You
show yer what I kin do with my fists. Whoopee, won't be satisfied until you shoot someone, or
whoopee! Wow; wow, wow!"
someone shoots you. Now then, y0u step right to
the cent~r of the room and I will give you a
chance to do all the shooting you want to. But
look out how you try it. That's all I can tell
. CHAPTER III.-The Horse Thief.
you."
The boy gave him a quick push which sent the
When they saw that a fight had been started
those who had remained outside came crowding fellow toward the center of the room, and at the
into the room. There was a general hustle, and same time he whipped out one of the revolver9
soon the walls were lined with the spectators. that hung from the holster at his side. The
Charlie stepped to the center of the room and dark-featured man, though considerably surpriswaited for the dark-featured man to step up ed, did not seem to lose courage. His .left hand
and fight. But instead of doing this the fellow made a grab for his other gun, but before he
stepped back against the bar, and whipped out could pull it from the holster Wild fired a shot.
There was no doubt but that he The bullet bit the weapon quite close to the man's
a revolver.
n:eant to shoot Cheyenne Charlie right then and fingers, and though he was not harmed in the
there. But he neve1; got the chance, for as quick least, the shock caused him to relinguish his
as a flash Young Wild West leaped forward grasp and utter a sharp cry. The crowd scattered so there would be no danger of being hit
and struck the weapon from his hand.
. "Stranger," said the boy, in the cool and easy by a stray .bullet. Something like real exciteway that had niade him famous, "I reckon you're ment had started now, and there was not a man
who was not on the tip-toe of expectancy.
altogether in the wrong. Cheyenne Charlie was
"Do you still f'.eel like shooting anyone?u the
simply having a little fun with the Chinaman and
it happened that when he let go his hold upon young deadshot asked, as he looked at the man
him Hop landed hard against you. Now then, keenly.
"Yes, I do," came the cry, ' while the flashing
I advise you to cool down a little, and , not look
eyes told plainly that he was aroused to the
for a fight. I am satisfied that Charlie can whip
highest pitch.
you easily. As for your using . a gun on hi1;1,
"Well, go ahead and shoot. Pick up your other
without be bas the chance to do 1t on you, thats
gun, and ·start right in."
out of the question, for I won't permit it."
The words were scarcely out of the boy's mouth
The stranger looked at the boy in a dazed sort
of way for a moment, and then his gaze turned when the man stepped forward and reached to
to the gun that had been knocked from his hand. the floor. His fingers just touched the other reIt lay upon the floor close to his feet, and he volver when-- Crack! Wild fired a second
shot. The bullet hit the revolver and !lent it
acted as though he meant to reach down and
'
rolling over upon the floor.
.
pick it up.
"Pick- it up I" he exclaimed, sharply.
"Stranger," said Wild, a smile showing on his
Nothing daunted the dark-faced man made an- handsome face, "you let that gun stay just where
it is until I tell you to pick it up. I am satisfied , other attempt to do it. But Wild fired again,
and he made a miss of it. That seemed to take
that you are one of the sort who can't take a
the starch out of him temporarily, for he sud·
joke."
"I can't, eh?" was the snarling retort. "Well, denly strai,ghtened up, and folding his arms
if I .can't take a joke I kin do somethin' else. across his breast, he looked at the young deadI ain't no coward, ·an' ter show yer that I ain't, shot and said:
," Well, kid, I reckon you have got ther best of
I'll go outside an' shoot it out with ther galoot.
After I've irOt him. vou kin take a hand in ther it."
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"I reckon I have," was the cool retort. "You
will find it that way every time you tackle me,
too, stranger. Now then, do you still feel like
shooting someone?"
"I feel jest like puttin' a bullet through your
heart."
"Oh, you do, eh?"
"I ain't mealy-mouthed in sayin' what I think.
That's jest what I feel like."
•
"Well, you can keep on feeling that way, but
you are not going to get the chance to do it."
"Wait an' see. I'll foller yer a thousand miles
but what I'll git ther chance."
A smile showed on our hero's face now. It
was not the first time he had met such men.
When he had first set eyes u:pon him he came
to the quick conclusion that he was one of the
evil type that were so common in that part of
the country at the time of which we write. Now
he was satisfied that the man would not hesitate
at murder in order to obtain revenge.
"Well," said the boy, in his cool and easy way,
"I am sorry this thing happened. But it sti·ikes
me that you would have looked for trouble, anyhow, even if the Chinaman had not bunked
against you. You are that sort of a fellow, I
think. I am quite a student of human nature,
and I flatter myself that I can read a man's character by hls face. I'll bet if the truth were
known you are wanted by a sheriff."
The stranger gave a start at this and looked
at the boy keenly.
"Maybe you don't know who I am," he said,
suddenly.
"I can't say that I do. Maybe you are a horse
thief."
Again the man started. This time he showed
signs of uneasiness, too.
"Gentlemen," said our hero, as he flashed a
glance at those standing about the room, "do any
of you know this fellow?"
There was no answer to this,., though several
shook theii· heads in the negative.
"Has he ever been in your place before, landlord?" the boy went on, as he turned to Farley,
the proprietor of the tavern.
"I nevel" seen him afore in my life, Young Wild
West. He jest dropped in h ere about twenty
minutes afore you come in. He didn't say noth- ·
in' ter anyone but me, an' then it was when he
bought a drink. Then he stood back in ther
corner an' looked at ther dancin' which was goin'
on."
The stranger was now quite at his ease again,
and a peculiar smile shone upon his rather
swarthy face.
"No one knows me, you see, Young Wild West,"
he said, speaking slowly, and with a coolness that
was almost equal to that the boy had shown. "But
I'll bet the,>:e's some here who has heard of me,
just ther same. Now then, I'm goin' ter t ell yer
who I am. l 'm Bud Jackson, ther champion horse
thief of Wyoming! You guessed right when you
said you thought I was wanted by the sheriff, an'
you guessed jest right when you said I was a
horse thief. Now then, I'll bid you all good
evenin'."
There was an open window within a few feet
of where the man stood as he uttered the word;;;,
and with a sudden leap he went fo r ward and
through it like an acrobat. Looks of conste1·na-

tion showed on the faces of the settlers, and even
Young Wild West and Cheyenne Charlie were
astounded at the quick move the man made.
Wild led the way to the door, and just as he
got outside he saw Bud Jackson riding around
the clump of trees that was close to the east
end of the tavern. The fact was that the fellow's
horse had been standing close to the window, and
it must have been that he had settled upon a
plan of action before he announced who he was.
Our hero darted out into the road and. just caught
a glimpse of the fugitive as he was disappearing
into a little grove a short distance away.
"Well, Charlie," he said, as he turned to the
scout, who had drawn his revolver as though he
meant to take a shot at the fugitive, "I reckon
that fellow is a pretty swift one. He certainly
took me by surp1·ise when he jumped through the
window. I never saw a man who could do it
just as nicely as that, either. He hardly touched
the sill as he went through."
"It was mighty sudden like, Wild," the scout
declared, shrugging his shoulder~ "Say! but
that galoot is somethln' above ther ordinary run
of 'em, I reckon. I reckon we're goin' ter have
some trouble with him."
"We certainly are, Charlie, for you heard what
he said, didn't you?"
"Yes, he said he would shoot yer if he had
ter faller yer a thousand miles. I believe he
meant it, too."
"So do I. But it's all right. I reckon he,
won't get the chance to put a bullet through
my heart."
The settlers wer e talking excitedly, and it was
not more than a minute before our two fri ends
learned that Bud Jackson was a notorious horse
thief, and that a reward was offered for his capture dead or alive. With half a dozen men who
were of the same stamp as he was he had been
stealing horses fo'r miles around, and doing it
so cleverly that it was impossible to catch him.
Three or four of those present had suffered the
loss of horses, and, of course, it was laid to Bud
Jackson, even though they were not sure of it.
Wild listened to all that was said, and when
he had thought it over he decided to mount a nd
start in pursuit of the horse thief. But when
he told what he intended to do Al Moran, t he
old hunter, stepped up and said, shaking hi s
head at the same time:
"There wouldn't be no use in goin' after him
to-night, Young Wild West. We' ve tried that
lots of time. Why, it was only two weeks a go
that two horses was stole from ther front of
this tavern. We never seen them as done it, as
they must have sneaked up while there was a
crowd inside. But we heard 'em as they galloped away, an' three men got their horses in a
jiffy an' went after 'em. But ther trail was lost
less than a mile from here, an' it couldn't Le
picked up ag'in. A lot of us hunted all ther next
day, an' we couldn't find anything of 'em."
"Well, if that's the case, we'll wait until mor ning, then. But I am satisfied that it won't take
us long to run down the horse thieves."
"Maybe it won't, especially if Bud Jackson
makes up his mind ter try an' git yer . But this
is what I call putty bad business. Th is is ther
first time I ever seen Jackson, though I've heard
of him lots of t imes. He does business all ther
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Why, "I'm down this way lookin' for some horses I
way from here do wn ter Fort B r idger.
he's even stole horses from ther cavalrymen, an' had stole ther night afore last. I've trailed 'em
what he does with 'em after he git s 'em nobody rig-ht here, an' what I want ter find out is if
seems ter know. He must sartinly have some any one has bought any horses around here. But
way of sellin' em, though. Most likely he runs I'm hungry an' I'm :goin' ter have my supoer
'em over into Utah, 'cause sometimes we don't afore I do much. How about it, landlord? Kin
hear nothin' of this gang for over a month at I git somethin' ter eat?"
"I reckon yer kin," Farley answered, without
a time."
This was, of course, very interesting to our even suspecting the stranger.
"Good! My name is Quimby, an' my ranch
hero and the scout. They were never better satisfied then when they were after a bad gang. lays jeiit forty miles up ther creek."
"Oh, I've heard about you," the landlord spoke
Now they had a gang of horse thieves to look
up, and their leader was a dangerous enemy, too, up, a smile showing on his face. "You're ther
since he had declared that he was going to kill man what bought old man Hodge out, ain't you?~'
"That's me," was the reply. "I've only been
our hero. Wild took it very coolly, and when
the settlers noticed this they looked at him wi th there a month, an' you kin bet I'm goin' ter viake
admiration. Finally the young deadshot began things hum. I expect ter raise lots of cattle an'
questioning the proprietor about Bud Jackson. make money out of 'em. I'm an old hand at ther
"You are sure you never saw the fellow be- game, since I was in ther business a good while
in Nebraska. But jest hurry up somet hin' in
fore?" he said.
"Can't say that I ever did," was the reply, as ther way of eatables for me, will yer?"
Wild had been listening sharply, and he was
Farley scratched his head and tried to think.
"You never saw any one who looked anything now convinced that it was no other than Bud
Jackson who was speaking. The stranger wore
like him, have you? "
""\,Veil, I can't say as to that, either. I've seen a grizzled beard, and his hair was long and
closely, and
strangers here lots of times, an' some :mi,ght mixed with gray. Wild looked at hisSuddenly
he i n disguise.
have been jest about his size an' build. Come decided that he was
the beaTd, gave it
ter think of it, there was a feller in here tw;i stepped forward, and seizing
weeks ago, jest afore two horses was stole. That a sharp putl.. Off it came, and then the features
feller did look mighty look this roan, 'cept that of theh orsi thief were shown to all hands.
he had a full red beard an' sandy hair. But
he said he was a cattle drover, an' he talked
with a drawl. This man spoke mighty quick like,
as you noticed."
CHAPTER IV.-Beaten for the Second Time.
"Well, that's all right. H e could easily have
"So it is you, eh, Mr. Horse Thief?" said Young
been disguised, you know."
"Yes, I know that."
WeS t , as coolly as th0ugh he was addressWild
disat
"It may be that Bud Jackson is clever
ing a friend he had not seen lil a long time. "I
gu ising himself, and that he has been in your
thought as much . Well, I am indeed glad to see
you."
place several times."
Then as quick as a flash the muzzle of a re"It might be, Young Wild West."
"Well, if that's the case, he will be here again, volver pressed itself against the tip of the disguised man's nose. There was no mistaking him
and probably this very night."
"Do yer think so?" and the proprietor looked with the false beard off, and the men in the
tavern looked on in amazement. Not one of them
at the boy in surprise.
"Yes, I think so. That fellow is one of the had dreamed of such a thing as the stranger
being Bud Jackson, the villain who had escaped
daring sort, and since he i s so anxious to get a
from the room in such a clever way a short time
good shot at me, he will surely come back. I
before. Jackson had been taken completely by
think that way, anyhow."
"So do I, Wild!" exclaimed the scout, who was surprise. For the space of two or thi·ee seconds
always ready to join in with anything the young he did not make a move nor did a word escape
his lips. He was caught, and he knew it, and
deadshot said.
Wild and Charlie remained at the tavern for the cold steel that touched his nose told him
over half an hour, t alking over what had hap- plainly that he had no chance just then.
"Why don't you say something?" our hero
pened. Somehow our hero had got it in his head
that Bud Jackson would return, and he thought asked, a -smile showing on his handsome face.
"You are a very bold fellow, I must say. But
· it advisable to stay right there for a while and
I got it in my head that you would come back
wait. It seemed that he was right in thinking
this way, though he was not sure about- it even r .ere, and it seems that I don't deceive myself.
Again I want you to understand that I am very
when a st ranger riding a lean buckskin horse appeared a little after darkness set in. As he dis- glad to meet you."
"You have got me, Young Wild ·west," came
mounted the boy sized him up quickly, and he
came to the conclusion that he was just about from the astounded villain, in a voice that was
the same build of a man as Bud Jackson. But quite clear, for he had partly recovered his comthat was all there was to it, since there was a --... posure. "Don't pull ther trigger, 'cause I ain'.t
stoop of the shoulders, and the stranger wore quite ready ter cash in my chips yet."
"Oh, I don't mean to shoot you unless I am
the garb of a ranchman. But Wild was suspicious of him, and so was Cheyenne Charlie, and forced to," and then Wild, still keeping his eye:.
fixed upon those of the man, added:
· as the stranger entered, the boy said:
"Charlie, just take chal1g'e of this fellow. I
"Hello, my friend, do you live in these parts ?"
"No," was the reply, in a gruff tone of voice. reckon the sheri; wants him badly, and we may
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as well have the honor of turning hiin over to
him."
"Right yer are, Wild!" the scout exclaimed,
and then he stepped around and caught the villain's arms.
As if he was not quite certain as to the identity of the prisoner, Farley, the keeper of the
tavern, stepped forward· and lifted the hat and
wig from his head.
"It's you, all right," he said, his eyes fairly
bulging with astonishment. "Who would have
thought it, boys?"
"Nobody but Young Wild West," Al Moran,
the old hunter, declared, as he nodded his head
vigorously. "It's ther same galoot as was here
afore, an' he said he was Bud Jackson, so we've
got ter take his word .for it."
"It's me, all right, gentlemen," the horse thief
said, forcing a laugh. "You have got me, so I
cave in. But you must understand that you ain't
got my men yet. They'll git me afore ther sheriff
kin do me any harm, I'm sartin. We call ourselves ther Hard Gang of Black Ravine. I s'pose
you have heard ther name afore."
"I reckon we have!" Moran exclaimed, with a
shrug - of the shoulders. "That's what's been
wrote on different pieces of paper that has been
found when horses has been stole. I've got one
of 'em right here in mv pocket. I meant ter
show it ter Young Wil<l West, but I forgot-it."
"Let's see it, Mr. Moran," 1ur hero said, while
Charlie stood holding the villain by the arms.
The old hunter fumbl ed in his pockets and soon
drew forth a dirty nage that had no doubt been
torn from a notebook. He handed it to the boy,
who read, in a scrawling hand, the following:
"Compliments of the Hard Gang of Black
Ravine.
Bud Jac1{Son, Captain."
"Well," said the young deadshot, when he had
read it aloud and passed it back to Moran, "I
don't know how hard this fellow is, but I'll admit
that he is a pretty slick one. How hard are you,
anyway?" and he turned to Jackson.
"Maybe you'll find out afore you git through
with me, Young Wild West," was the defiant retort.
"You think so, eh?"
"I know• it. You are a putty smart kid, but
when you buck up ag'in ther Hard Gang of Black
Ravine you'll go a little more than your limit."
"Well, I'll promise you that I'll have every one
of your gang, dead or alive, before sunset to~
morrow. How does that strike v-0u ?"
"Pooh!" and the horse thief leader actually
laughed. "You talked like a fool. I can't say
that I ever heard any one talk that way afore,
an' it surprises me ter think that there's a boy
or man who would think of doi_n' sich a thing.
You'll have my gang, dead or alive, afore tomorrow night, eh? Well, I'd jest like ter see
that happen, blamed if I wouldn't."
"If you are alive wh~n the sun ·s ets to-m01·row you will see it happen, beyond the shadow of
a doubt, Bud Jackson."
The young deadshot spoke in a way that told
how well he meant what he said. Cheyenne
Charlie was grinning broadly now, and uncon~ciously he had rclinquisl)ed the t ight hold he
had first taken upon the arms of the villain. No

doubt the prisoner realized this, for suddenly he
uttered a loud cry, and flinging back his arms,
broke loose from Charlie. Down he dropped to
the floor as though he had been shot, and before
Wild could get out of the way or make a move
to prevent it, the horse thief darted between
his legs, upsetting him and sending him to the
floor with a crash. Crack! The solitary oil lamp
that hung suspended over the bar to give what
light it could in that part of the room was extinguished in a jiffy. Then out of the door Bud
Jackson darted.
"Thunder!" exclaimed the old hunter, as he
1·an after him, just in time to collide with the
scout and prevent him from getting outside in
a hurry.
~ ·
Others were on the move at the same time,
and the result was that half a dozen went sprawling upon the floor. Before Wild could get upon
his feet and get over them the clatter of hoofs
sounded, and then a derisive laugh came to his
ears.
"Beaten again, by jingo!" the· young deadshot
exclaimed, as he succeeded in getting clear of
the men and reached the outside of the building.
"What do you think of that, Wild?" Cheyenne
Charlie asked just then, as he came out looking
much crestfallen.
·
"Well, we are certainly up against a tough
propo:sition, Charlie," was the reply. "But never
mind. I am 1\ot discouraged. Now that we know
the kind of a man Bud Jackson is, we will understand better the next time how to get after
him. You can bet -all you're worth, Charlie,
that the next time I lay hands on the scoundrel
he will never get away."
"It was my fault, Wild. I don;t know why it
was that I didn't hold on him tight. But I never
once thought that he was goin' ter make sich a
move as that. It's too bad. I feel sore over it."
"Well, that's all right. Of course it was your
fault to a ce1·tain extent. . You weren't holding
him tightly, and that's why he got away. No
doubt he knew just when -to act, and he did it
nicely. I am willing to igive him the credit for
it, too."
Moran and the other settlers were very much
excited over the escape of the villain. They all
wanted to say something at once, and the result
was that scarcely a sentence could be heard.
"Take it easy, gentlemen," our hero said,. in
his cool and easy way, and he turned and went
back into the bar-room.
Just then Farley, the proprietor, struck a
match and started to light the lamp that hung
suspended at the other end of the room.
"Did you git him, Young Wild West?" he said,
as he turned and saw who it was approaching
him.
"No," was the reply. "He got the best of ur
for the second time. But just wait until we get
him again."
"Well, I suppose I am a little to blame for it,
too, 'cause if I had this lamp lighted you would
have been able ter see him after he shot ther
other one out."
"Yes, that's true enough, but since you didn't
have it lighted, we won't say anything more about
it."
·'Well, I was goin' ter light this lamp pretty
scon, anyhow, but you see my oil was a little
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low, an' I thought as long a s ther men didn't
"Maybe they do that jest to fool everybody,"
want ter play cards or anything, I'd go without suggested Farley, the proprietor.
it."
"That might be, too, but I don't think so. AnyWhen they saw how cool the young deadshot how, I prolnised Bud Jackson that I would have
was the men gradually became calm. But they the gang dead or alive by sunset to-morrow. I
kept on talking about the remarkable escape of mean to keep my word, gentlemen. I reckon that
the leader of the horse thieves. Finally our hero will be about all, jus now."
nodded his head to them and said:
Though he spoke in ~ch a confident way,
"Well, gentlemen, I am very glad I happened Young Wild West did not feel quite at ease. It
this way, for now I feel that I have got some- hurt him not a little to think that such a notorithing to do. Bud Jackson seems to be a pretty ous villain as Bud Jackson was should be able
tough proposition, but I am satisfied that we to get away from him twice in succession, and
will get him. He is the leader of the Hard Gang within such a short time.
of Black Ravine, so that means that there must
"Come, Charlie," he said, nodding to the scout.
1te a place somewhere about here that is called "I reckon we will go over to the camp arid talk
things over. I hardly think the leader of the
Black Ravine. How about it?"
"It's jest about five miles . along ther trail to Hard Gang will be back here again to-night.
ther south," Moran answered, quickly. "Maybe Twice is about enough for him, that's likely."
"Well, if he does come back ag'in, he's got
yer seen ther high ridge that way as yer rode
more nerve than I think he has," Charlie deinto ther town to-day."
clared, shaking his head. "But I jest wish I
"Yes, we saw it."
"Well, ther ravine runs through it in a crooked could git hold of him ag'in. I'd show him that
sort of way to ther other side. I s'pose it's about he would never git loose, 'cause I'd break his
three miles an' a half long. It's well named, arms afore I'd let him do it."
Young Wild West, 'cause there ain't much in ther
The two now left the tavern and went over
way of trees an' shrubbery growin' in ther ravine, to the camp.
"What is the matter, Wild?" Arietta said, .the
an' ther rocks on both sides is putty black. I
don't jest know who give it tber name, but it sar- moment she saw our hero's face in the light of
the lantern that hung suspended from the limb
tinly is a good one."
"Well, it must be that the Hard Gang is lo- of a tree. "Something has gone-wrong, I am
cated somewhere in the ravine. I suppose there .,s ure."
"Well, you have igot that just right, Et," was
are plenty of caves there."
"Not a cave," declared the old hunter, shaking the reply. "Something has gone wrong."
"What is it?" and the girl looked at him in a
his head.
puzzled way.
"A search has been made there, eh?"
"Well, just sit down, and I will tell you all
"Yes, lots of 'em. Ther ravine has been hunted through as many as twenty times that I know about it.'
Then he briefly related what had happened at
of, an' there ain't nothin' in ther way of a hidin'place except that it might be here an' there a the tavern, Cheyenne Charlie helping him out
niche where one man might hide himself. But now and then, when he saw fit to put in someas far as a lot of ' em, an' their horses, too, is thing the boy had forgotten.
concerned, it couldn't be done."
"This is indeed surprising, Wild,", Arietta declared, shaking her head. "To think that the
A smile came ov~r our hero's face a s he lisvillain was clever enough to escape from you
tened to what Moran said.
"It never struck you that perhaps there might twice in succession. He must be a pretty hard
be a cave there, and that the entrance was cov- customer, indeed. And to think of his daring
e.cd in some artificial way, did it?" he a sked.
to come back there a second time I"
"That's the worst part of it, Et. But it's all
''Why, no. But that couldn't be, 'cause I reckon
right," and the boy's eyes flashed in a determined
I know what a rock is when I see it."
"I haven't the least doubt of that, Mr. Mora n. way. "Just wait till to-morrow morning. The
But since this gang of horse thieves choose to men around here say there is no chance for anycall themselves the Hard Gang of Black Ravine, one to hide in Black Ravine, but I know better,
it must be that they have a rendezvous in that though I have never been there, and have no
ravine somewhere, or pretty close to it. But there idea just what sort of a place it is. You know
is no need of looking for their hiding place to- as well as I that we have often ferretted out
night. We will wait until morning."
caves that were occupied by outlaws and road
"Well, Young Wild West," observed one of the agents. Many times we have discovered very
settlers, as he stepped up, "if you kin find any- clever doors and the like. It will not be strange
thing like a hidin' place in that ravine, you're a if we find something in that way to-morrow.
good one. I've looked there as many a s twenty Black Ravine is going to be our working ground
times, jest as Al Moran said a little while ago. until we run down the Hard Gan,g."
"And I am going to help you, Wild," the girl
I've been around this part of ther country a good
many years, an' I know every hole an' cranny declared, shaking her golden head determinedly.
in it for twenty miles around."
"Of course, little girl. You are always willing
"That is a lot to know, my friend," the boy to do that, and very often it is through you that
we corral our game.''
retorted, smiling at him.
"Me helpee,· too, Misler Wild," Hop Wah spoke
"Well, it's a fact, jest ther same."
"Probably it is. But I can't understand why up, smiling blandly.
•
a lot of horse thieves should call themselves th ~
"That's all right, Hop; we might need your asHard Gang of Black n a vine, if they don't hang sistance, t oo. But I reckon we a r ,:, not going to
oat somewher e near that place."
have such a tough job of it, for we will start in -
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a way that is different from that in which the
settlers here have done. No doubt when they
hunted the ravine through . they never once
thought of a secret cave. They simply took it
for granted that there was nothing there in that
line, just because they found nothing in the way
of an entrance. We are going to sound every
rock at either side of the l'avine until we strike
the place we want."
CHAPTER V.-In Black Ravine.
To make sure that the leader of the Hard Gang
of Black Ravine had not returned to the tavern,
Young Wild West sent Hop Wah over just before it was time to retire for the night. Tne
Chinaman remained there perhaps half an hour,
and when. he came back he reported that no
strangers had been at the tavern since the sudden
exit of Bud Jackson. Satisfied that he would not
show up that night, our hero sought his blanket,
leaving Cheyenne Charlie to take first watch.
Wild deemed it necessary to keep a watch even
though they were in a settlement at the time.
Experience had taught him that it was best to
do this, for there was no telling at what time an
enemy might put in his appearance. But the
night passed quietly enough, and when daylight
came in the morning the young deadshot, who
hatl been doing j,he last watch, quickly aroused
the cook and told him to kindle a fire so that
breakfast might be cooked. Cheyenne Charlie
and Jim Dart were aroused when they heard the
boy talking to Wing, and it was not lonig before
they came out of the tent. Before breakfast was
. 1·eady the girls made their appearance, and the
only one who was still asleep was Hop.
But Cheyenne Charlie soon aroused him, and
did it in a not very gentle way, either. It was
a habit of the scout's to wake the clever· Chinee
in a sudden manner, and this morning he seized
him by the ankles and pulled him out of the tent
almost before he knew what was happening. Hop
was a little angered, but he quickly cooled down,
for he knew he could not get the best of Charlie,
when it catne to a test of strength.
"Lat allee light, Misler Charlie," he declared,
shaking his head and smiling blandly. "Me gittee square, so be."
"If you go to playin' any tricks on me, I'll
shoot off a couple of inches of your pigtail, you
yalleJ' galoot," the scout retorted, threateningly.
This only made the Chinaman laugh the more,
for so many times had Charlie threatened to shoot
off his pigtail that it seemed a great joke to him
now. 'The sun was not yet up when breakfast
was fin ished, and ready for business, Young Wild
West turned to his partners and said:
"Now, then, I reckon we'll take a ride over to
Black Ravine. I believe Al Moran said it lay
to the south of the settlement."
"It lies right throu,gh that long hill over there,
Wild," Jirn spoke up. "That is is what you said
last ::iight, you know."
"Yes, that's right. Well, that is more to the
southeast, but I suppose it makes no difference.
One thing, it is not more than five miles distant,
so we can soon get there."
"I mean to go with you, Vvild," Arietta spoke
up, looking at her dashing young lover and smil-

ing.

"Well, I don't know about that, Et. I think it
would be better if you were to stay here this
morning, and let us do the searching. If we fail
to find it by noon, we will come back, and then
you can take a hand in the game."
"Well, just as you say," and the girl, though
_
slightly disappointed, smiled again.
It did not take our hero and his partners long
to saddle their horses, and when they were r·e ady
they mounted them and rode toward the tavern.
Just as they got there they saw a man come
riding from behind the building, just as though
he had been waitin;g for them. It was Sport
Havens, the lasso thrower.
"Good moi·nin', gents," he called out, in a cheery
voice. "I knowed you would be along putty soon,
so I was ready for yer. I reckon you ain't got
no objection ter me goin' with yer ter look for
ther horses thieves, have yer?"
"Certainly not, Sport," Wild answered, though
he had not figured on taking anyone with them.
"Good! If you had said you didn't want me,
I would have waited an' gone on alone, 'cause
I'm jest interested enough in this here Hard Gang
I've heard so much about, that I would like ter
find 'em. I'd like ter git a chance ter throw a
rope around Bud Jackson's neck, too. You kin
bet your life I'll do it, if I kin only see him an'
have ther time ter make ter throw."
"Well, I hope you catch him," and the young
·
deadshot smiled patronizingly.
"I ain't got no rifle," the lasso thrower conynued1 as he start~d ~o ride along with them,
but I ve got a gun an my rope. Ther rope is
what I depend on ther most. I always like ter
ketch a man with that, if I kin. I ain't much
on ther shoot, though I know how ter handle a
.
gun all right, as far as that goes."
"Well, you may be of igreat assistance to us,
Sport, so come right along."
Quite a few were standing· about the tavern,
and they all gave a cheer as the four rode away.
No doubt some of them would have been glad to
accompany Young Wild West, but since they had
not been asked, they did not feel like going with
.
them.
"We'll be back by noon," our hero called out:
as the old hunter came running out of a little
house close by. "If we haven't found where the
Hard Gang is located by that time, it will be
mighty funny, Mr. Moran." . /
"Good! You jest find ther place, an' then you
c{lme back an' we'll get enough together ter clean
ther scoundrels out in short order," was the reply.
Our friends rode on, accompanied by the lasso
thrower, and they rapidly neared the high ridge
they were heading for. The regular trail ran that
way for perhaps three miles, and when they had
gone that far our hero and his partners were
looking closely at the ground for hoof-prints.
But none could be found other than those that
·
continued on alpng the trail.
"There's one thing about it, boys," said the
young deadshot, as he reined in the sorrel stallion and looked at his companion, "Bud Jackson
didn't follow the trail when he left the tavern
last night. He took to the clump of woods that
lies close. to the building. That is the way we
should have gone."
"I was thinkin' about that myself, Wild," Charlie answered, shaking his head. "But since we
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was headin' for ther ravine, I thought maybe it open, at the same Lme using our hands occasionwouldn't make any difference so long as we got ally when we see anything that might be the
covering to the mouth of a cave. Charlie, you
there."
"Well, we won't go back to look for the horse and Jim can go on the left, and Sport will go
thief's trail, anyhow. We'll turn into this gully with me on the right."
"Good!" exclaimed the scout, and he promptly
over here, and then ride straight 'on to the ridge.
Pernaps we will pick up a trail before we get turned to the left, while Jim gave a nod and
followed him.
there."
The lasso thrower was, of course, willing to
The boy really felt confident that they would,
and taking to the gully, which was stony and · any kind of an arrangement, and he seemed defull of boulders, he rode on, his horse at a walk. lighted that he was to keep close to the young
But it was not ·very far they had to go that way, deadshot. When Wild saw him remove the lasso
for presently the way became more clear, and the•1 from the horn of his saddle and sling it over his
as they struck a piece of soft ground they saw left arm, he smiled and said:
"I see you want to be ready with your rope."
hoof-prints that were quite fresh. Wild called a
"That's right. I never go without it when I'm
halt here, and then dismounting, he searched
around to find where the horses that had made lookin' for anything," was the reply. "Maybe I'll
the prints had come from. It was not long be- git a chance ter use it afore very long."
"Well, perhaps you_ will. We will see about
fore he discovered a path comin,g down the slanting bank, and as he ascended to the top it was that. But what I am looking for just now is the
easy for him to guess that the horsemen had hiding place of the horse thieves."
come through the bushes from a patch of woods
"Well, you go ahead an' look for that, an' I'll
be on ther watch for some of ther gang. If
that lay half a mile distant.
"That is the way' he came both times, boys," they're hidin' around here somewhere, most likely
Wild said, as he returned to his companions. we'll see somethin' of 'em, 'cause they wouldn't
"That path has been used before, too. The bushes stay in a hole all ther time."
are quite thick, but I can see places where they
Leading their horses behind them, they conhave been trampled down. It's all right now. tinued on the way through the ravine. Wild made
All we have to do is to continue right on. The an examination of every spot he thought there
was a possible chance of finding a concealed opentrail is plain enough now."
In a very few minutes they came to the mouth ing. But when he had gone half a mile he was
of the ravine, which had been hidden from their forced to admit that thus far he had been baffled.
view until they were almost upon it. It was per- However, he was not going to give up until he
haps two hundred feet wide in some parts, but had made the complete distance , through the
narrowed down considerably at others. The ravine. Occasionally he turned his eyes toward
ravine was anything but straight, too, and sloped
Charlie and Jim, and when he noticed that they
upward, though hardly enough for anyone to de- were making a careful examination on the other
tect the difference from the level. Beyond it lay side, he was satisfied that everything was going
a high elevation that extended well back toward all right, as far as the search was concerned.
the blue range in the distance, and somewhere On they went until more than a mile had been
in a hollow about twenty miles distant there covered.
were several ranches scattered about. As our
They were now nearly half way through, and
friends turned into the ravine they found a well nothing had been discovered as yet. A few yards
beaten trail there.
further on there was a sharp turn where the
This came from another settlement that was ravine narrowed somewhat. The sides were not
off to the left of Blackmark, and it being a much
so sloping, either, and jagged rocks projected
larger one no doubt many of the ranchmen and from the almost perpendicular walls on either
cattle own~rs went that way for their supplies. side. A thick growth of scrub-oaks grew on the
It was easy for them to see that there were right, while on the other side there was a barwagon-ruts on the trail, and the g1·ound being ren stretch, with groups of rocks showing here
trodden down pretty hard indicated that horses and there. The highest point was probably two
traveled that way frequently. Since the horse hundred feet above them, and the scene was very
thieves must be located somewhere in the ravine,
similar to those they met with so often in their
there was reason to believe that the stolen ani- travels through the wild parts of the country.
mals were partly responsible for the well-beaten
As they turned the bend they had been appath that went through it. The thieves took proaching, Wild suddenly caught sight of a horse
their stolen property that way, but where they that was nibblin,g at a patch of short grass close
went after that, had not yet been learned, sm::e to the foot of the cliff. He quickly came to a stop
none of the victims of the Hard Gang had been and motioned the lasso thrower fo do the same.
able to find their horses after once losing them.
Sport gave a rrod, and then watched ahead.
But Young Wild West was not thinkin,g about Wild turned and saw Charlie and Jim slightly
recovering the stolen horses just then. What he behind them on the other side. They had not
wanted was to corral the horse thieves. Once seen the horses, but he quickly attracted their atthey got them, it might be easy to learn from tention and then motioned for them to stop. Both
at least one of them what had been done with the knew quite well what to do, and the next minute
horses they had been stealing so long. Wild rode they had led their horses behind some rocks and
could no longer be seen.
only a short distance into the ravine before he
brought his horse to a halt and dismounted.
"Sport," said our hero, in a whispel', "we'll just
"Now then, boys," he said, nodding to his com- wait here a few minutes and see what happens.
»anions in a confident way, "the thing for us to
That horse is saddled, so there must be someone
do is to go along on foot and keep our eyes . about. Keep your eyes open, now, for. you may
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be able to see something that escapes my notice.
I imagine that we are pretty close to the hiding
place of the Hard Gang. If we are we will have
a chance to see just how hard they are, I reckon."
"An' I'll have a chance ter do some ropin',
maybe," retorted the lasso thrower, with a low
chuckle.
They waited fully five minutes before anything occurred, and then a footfall reached their
ears. The next instant a man stepped from behind a black-looking rock and approached the
horse. He was a rather young looking man, too,
and a big blond mustache and goatee adorned the
lower portion of his face, while a wealth of long
hair somewhat of the color of our hero's hung
down over his shoulders. He was clad in a wellworn suit of buckskin, which was not over clean,
and a ragged sombrero set jauntily on his head.
The fellow had the appearance of what might be
called a cowboy sport. _ He carried no rifle, but a
brace of revolvers hung from his belt, and the
usual rope of a cowboy hung to the horn of the
r
.
saddle.
The fellow paused before mounting, and after
hr had looked in both directions, he ,gave a nod
of satisfaction and then m,punted. When he saw
that Wild made no move to follow him, the lasso
thrower caught the boy by the arm and whisI
pered:
"What are yer goin' ter da now, Young Wild
'
We~?"
"We'll stay right here, Sport," was the reply.
"That is, we will wait until that fellow gets out
of sight."
"Ain't you goin' after him?"
"No. What we want to do now is to find where
he came from. He certainly didn't ride up the
ravine, did he?"
"No, he didn't. Ther first I seen of him he
come from behind that big rock over there."
"Well, that is where we want to go, then. Do
you know who I think that fellow is, Sport?"
"I couldn't imagine. I sartinly never seen him
afore."
"Oh, yes, you have."
"You don't think he was Bud Jackson, do yer?"
"That's just who he is, Sport. I could tell him
by his walk. He is cleverly disguised, though,
and no doubt he means to take a r ide back to
Blackmark."
"But he didn't go that way."
"That's all right. Ju st wait a while, and probably we will see him coming back. He may have
gone in the other direction to have a look around.
We had better pull our horses in behind these
rocks, I reckon."
This they did, and they had barely succeeded
in getting concealed when they heard the clatter of hoofs, which told them plainly that the
rider was coming back. Sure enough, he appeared a few seconds later, and as he rode past
them Wild was more convinced than ever that it
was the leader of the Hard Gang of Black Ravine
he was lookin,g at. The young deadshot had no
fear that Charlie or Jim ·would attempt to follow the man without his sanction, so he stepped
from behind the rock wh en t he rider had gone
past, and then beckoned toward t he spot where he
knew his two partners were in hidi11g. It was
not long before they appeared. They came right
across the ravine, leading their horses, and com-

ing in a cautious way for they no doubt realized
that their young leadJr had discovered something
of importance. '
"I reckon we are gittin' putty hot on ther
scent, Wild," the scout whispered, with a chuckle.
"That•~ one· of ther horse thieves, most likely."
"I have no doubt of it, Charlie," was the reply.
"If I am not mistaken, he is Bud Jackson."
"Wei}, me an' Jim sorter thought so, too. He's
jest about ther size of that galoot. But say!
he must be a dandy at disguisin' himself. That
mustache an' chin whiskers sartinly looked to be
real from where we was watchin'."
"Well, that's all right. It is hard to detect a
false beard and wig when it is properly adjusted, unless you are very close to the person wearing it. But never mind about that. Let us go
on. We want to find where he · came from. I
don't suppose you had a chance to see him when
he mounted his horse."
"I jest caught a glim_pse of him as he was doin' it,'! Charlie answered. "When he went on ther
other way we thought maybe you was goin' ter
faller him, but when we seen yer didn't do it we
jest waited ter find out what ·you wanted us ter
.
d o. "
"You did exact,l y right. I knew you wouldn't
move unless you saw me ,go ahead. Now then,
we'll lead our horses back in this cleft and tie
them so they won't stray out. Then ~e'll proceed to find out where the man came from before
he mounted his horse."
Wild was quite confident that they would find
the entrance to a caye behind the black rock,
and when the horses had been placed wher e they
wanted them, he turned and walked straight to
the rock. It was a big one, and must have
covered a sp~ce of fifteen or twenty square feet.
The back of 1t lay pretty close to the cliff, which
seemed to be a solid rock of a very dark color.
Around the rock our hero went, and once behind
it he began feeling of the face of the cliff. He
tapped lightly uN.?n it with his fingers, and presently he gave a nod, while a look of exultation
shone on his face.
"Here we are, Charlie," he whispered, a s the
scout hunied to his side. "This is not rock, but
a board I am tapping on."
The' scout tried -it, and then he whispe1·ed, -in a
whisper:
"Great gimlets! we've found it, Wild!"
CHAPTER VI.-Hop At His Old Tricks.
Young Wild West and his pa r t ners had n ot
been gone long from the camp when Hop took a
notion to stroll over to the tavern. The clever
Chinee was feeling in a very cheerful mood and
it occurred to him that he ought to have 'some
fun with the innocent settlers ·befo1·e he left
Blackmark. WheJJ. he got to the tavern he found
several standing about, among them being Al
- Moran, the old hunter. Hop had taken a great
notion to this man, for he had found that he was
cne of the good natured sort.
"Velly nicee morning," he said, noddin,g t o him
cheerfully.
"It sartinly is, Hop," Moran r eplied, ha ving remembered the Chinaman's name. "How are yer
feelin' th is mornin'."
"Vell y fine, so be."
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"Don't Young Wild West ever take you with
him when he goes out ter hunt up his enemies?"
queried the hunter.
"Sometimes, but he no wantee me go now. He
comee backee when noon comes, and len \naybe
me go and helpee findee um horse thlieves.
Missee Alietta go, too, so be."
"Who is Missee Alietta ?"
"Young Wild West's nicee girl, so be. She
allee samee gottee goldee hair
Shootee velly
muchee stlaight, and no 'flaid of ledskins or bad
Meli can men."
~
"Oh, I know who you mean. I've heard about
her. But it seems ter me ther name I heard
wasn't that."
"Alietta her namee, so be," declared Hop, shaking his head.
"Well, all right. I don't s'pose it makes any
difference ter us."
"Say, . Hop!" called out the proprietor of the
tavern, ·who had risen rather early this morning, "come in an' I'll treat yer. You sartinly
did make a lot of fun for us, last night, an' I
ain't forgot it. You're Young Wild West's clever
Chinee, an' no mistake."
"Me velly smartee Chinee," Hop answered, and
then he quickly entered the building.
Hop got his drink from Farley, and then, after
lighting a cigar, he turned and leaned his back
again st the bar and nodded to the seven or eight
men that had gathered in the barroom.
"Nobody workee in lis town?" he queried, with
a bland smile.
- "Oh, yes," one of them answered. "We all
work most of ther time. But we was a little
anxious ter find out what Young Wild West was
goin' ter do about ketchin' ther Hard Gang of
Black Ravine this mornin', so we allowed that we
would hang around a while, an' see him start
out, anyhow. Most of us wanted ter git our
horses an' go along, but since he didn't ask us,
we thought we had better not do it."
"Lat light," Hop said. "Misler Wild no wantee
plenty men when he go lookee for something.
Maybe he comee bac;kee pletty soonee and tellee
you allee to go and helpee shootee \Um horse
thieves. Misler Wild findee lem allee light."
"Well, if he fincls any horse thieves hid in
Black Ravine, he'll be a mighty good one," declared Al Moran, shaking his head. "I put great
faith in Young Wild West, an' I know his pards
is almost as good as he is. But they're mistaken,
when they think there's a cave oi· anything like
it in ther ravine."
"You no thlinkee Young Wild West allee samee
ketchee um Hardee Gang?" Hop asked, smiling
at the little man.
"Since you have asked me ther question,
heathen, I· may as well tell yer that I don't think
he'll ketch 'em. What I do think is that Bud
Jackson will shoot ther boy afore ther day is
over."
"You gottee muchee money, so be?" l'lnd Hop
thrust his hand under his blouse and produced
a bag that contained a number of gold and silver
coins.
He jingled the money in his hands, as he looked
at the man he had put the question to.
"What do yer mean by that?" came the query.
"Maybe you wantee bettee lat Young Wild
)Vest no ketchee um bad Melican man?"
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"Well, I ain't got a whole lot of money, heathen,
an' I don't want yer ter think that I'm ther least
bit ag'in Young Wila West, or any of his friends.
But I'm bound ter go by ther way I think. I'll
bet yer ten dollars that Bud Jackson ain't caught
between now an' sunset."
"Me takee lat bet, so be."
Hop quickly nroduced a ten-dollar gold piece,
and laid it on the bar before the proprietor.
'·Better not bet, Lem," cautioned Farley, shaking his head. "It ain't good form ter bet ag'in
anything y,au want ter see done."
"I know it ain't, Farley," the little man re- ·
torted, shaking his head. "But I'm somewhat of
a sport, I am. I'm always willin' ter bet· ther
way I think. While I want ter see them horse
thieves run down an' cleaned out as much as
anyone here, I'm of ther stron,g opinion that
Young Wild West won'.t be able to do it. I think
ther boy is goin' ter git his medicine afore ther
day is over, an' I'm sorry ter say it. I'll bet
ten dollars with ther Chinee, an' if I lose I'll be
more pleased than if I win. Here she goes."
He counted out ten dollars mostly in silver
and laid it upon the bar.
·
'
"All right," Farley retorted. "I'll hold ther
stakes. ~ow _then, ther bet is that Young Wild
West wont git Bud Jackson dead or alive afore
sunset. Take a drink on me."
"Velly muchee 'bligee," Hop said, turning to
the fat storekeeper. "You havee a cigar?"
"I don'~ mind if I do," _was the reply.
. The Chmaman handed him one that contained
a charge of gunpowder, and then presented the
little man with another of the same sort. He
s~ruck two matches in quick succession and insISted that they light them right there, 'and then
he turned and walked softly to the door. While
the rest of the crowd still lingered the storekeeper's cigar exploded with a loud '.report and
before the echo had died away Lem's went off.
Thei-e was much confusion in the store, of course
and Hop was the fir st to get outside. As he ra~
~ack to the tavern he saw a horseman approachlng, and as there was no one there to wait on
customers, he hurried inside and took his position
behind the bar. The horseman, who was no other
than the one Young Wild West and his friends
had seen in the ravine, dismounted and quickly
entered.
"Velly nicee day, so be," Hop said, blandly.
Before ~he stranger could answer the proprietor came m, and when he saw the Chinaman behind the bar, he gave a nod of satisfaction, and
called out:
"Come on in, boys. Ther clever Chinee is tendin' bar. I'll let him ,go ahead, an' see how he
makes out."
CHAPTER VIL-The Hard Gang Proves To Be
Easy.
Young Wild West and Cheyenne Charlie waited until Jim Dart and the lasso thrower came
around the big black rock before they did anything further. That he had discovered the secret
entrance of the hiding place of the Hard Gang
of Black Ravine, the young deadshot was certain.
While the side of the steep cliff looked to be o1
solid rock, he knew that where he had tapped
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upon it with his fingers it was othing more than
boards. A coat of thick paint with gravel and
sand sprinkled over it formed the deception, and
made it appear to be rock, like the rest of the
cliff.
It was not the first time our hero and his
partners had come in contact with such a deception, so they were not at all surprised. But
Sport Havens opened wide his mouth and looked
with eyes that bulged when he saw Wild insert
his fingers in what appeared to be a crack in
the rock and pull a door open. Wild had found
it, and the instant he saw the crack, he knew
about how to open the door. The ground they
were standiJ!g on was so haJ."d that nothing in
the way of a foot-print could be seen, so it would
have been impossible to trace the way to the same
place by that means.
Thinking that the lasso thrower might utter an
exclamation, which would be heard somewhere
mside, Wild held up his hand and shook it warningly at him. Havens gave a nod, and then
stepped lightly forward, while the boy slowly
pulled the door open until there was room enough
for him to pass throuigh. He did not go right
inside, however, for he seldom did things rashly,
when there was a chance to be cautious. He
lcoked straight ahead, and saw a dark passage
that extended just how far he could not tell at
that moment. But there was no one to be seen,
and satisfied that it was safe to enter, he turned
to Cheyenne Charlie and whispered:
"Come with me, Charlie. Jim and Sport can
stay here at the opening and keep a watch, so
if. the villain we saw riding away should happen
to return, we will not be taken by surprise. They
will take care of him all right."
He nodded to Dart, as he said this, and having
heard the words distinctly, Jim returned the nod.
Then permitting the door, which seemed to be
held by a spring, to close after them, our hero
and the scout stepped inside, and found themselves in almost absolute darkness. But for the
thin streaks of light that came tbrough the cracks
between the door and the rock, they could see
nothing in the way of light at all.
Keeping close to the left side of the passage,
they stepped lightly forward, feeling their way,
as they went, for even though they were sure
it was the entrance to a cave, they did not know
just how clear the way was. When they had
gone along for perhaps twenty-five or thirty
feet, Wild paused, and producing a match, he
struck it as he turned his back the way they had
been coming. Once the light flared up, and cast
a ray of brightness about them, he turned slowly
and looked ahead. ~he way was smooth, and the
passage almost straight. With a nod of satisfaction, the boy let the match fall to the ground,
where it at once became extinguisned.
Then he pushed on, followed by Charlie. Fifty
feet further on, and they came to a rather sharp
turn to the right. As they went around the
corner of a jagged rock, they caught the glimmer
of daylight close at hand. On they went, and
when they had taken probably a hundred steps,
they found themselves looking into a broad
cavern with a high ceiling. Close to the left side
of it there was a big split in the rock above,
and through this came daylight. Here and there
natural pillars of rock reared themselves to the

ceiling, and no doubt helped to keep it from caving in and filling up the natural opening under
the ground.
As the two stood there and listened, they heard
the unmistakable sounds of voices close at hand.
It was to the left that the voices came from, so
with a nod of approval, the young deadshot
touched the scout upon the arm, and then started
forward. Charlie was right after him, and the
next ]llinute the:¢ found themselves looking into a
separate portion of the cavern. Light came into
this place through a rift in the rocky wall at tha
side, and when they saw a well-appointed habitation, such as might be found in a place of the
kind, they were not at all surprised. A rough
table and some three-legged stools filled part of
the place, while blankets could be seen lying on
a ledge at one side, where no doubt the horse
thieves had arranged bunks to sleep in.
There were eight men in the place, five of
whom were sitting at the table playing cards,
while three coftld be seen reclining upon the
natural bunks. The latter were, no doubt, asleep,
but the former were deeply engaged in the game,
which it was easy for Wild and Charlie to see
was d1·aw poker. Near the line of bunks a
colored Indian blanket hun,g suspended from a
rope, which w;,is tied across a corner. Neither
of our friends had any idea what this was for,
but they did not care just then, for they were
bent upon capturing the eight men.
Young Wild West was not afraid to do the
job without any more help, but as he knew Jim
and the lasso thrower were close at hand, he decided to let Charlie go and fetch them in. Drawing back a little, he beckoned to the scout to
follow him, and when they were a1·ound a corner
of the rock that formed a portion of the interior
of the cavern, he said, in a whisper:
"I reckon you may as well go back, and tell
Jim and Havens to come here. We will have it
all the more easy, then, for the four of us can
easily take the scoundrels alive. This is what
they call the Hard Gang, Charlie, but I reckon
they will prove pretty soft before we get through
with them."
"I reckon so," the scout retorted, with a chuckle.
"This is goin' ter be mighty easy, an' I know it. "
Then he promptly started to make his way
back to the entrance of the underground retreat.
Wild remained right where he was, and waited
patiently for him to come back with Jim and the
h,sso thrower. It was not a great while he had
to wait, and when he finally heard a soft footstep near him, he knew they were returning. He
looked through the darkness, and soon discovered
the forms of the three. Rising to his feet, he
beckoned for them to come on, and they promptly
did so.
It was at this very moment that one of the .,
sleepers arose, and after yawning and stretching a moment, started almost directly toward
them. Cheyenne Charlie involuntarily raised his
revolver, as though he meant to intercept the
man. But a touch upon the arm from Wild
caused him to draw back.
"Let him go," the boy whispered. "Maybe he
is coming here, and if he does, it will be ea sy
enough to catch him later on."
When they saw the man pause long enough
t o pick up a r ifle that was leaning against the
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rocky wall, along with several others, they knew a commanding tone of ,wice. "If you want to ,
live, you will d-0 as I say, and if you want to die,
that he intended to go outside.
"I'll be back putty soon, boys," the fellow said, just. -try to run."
"March them over here, Jim," said Wild, in
as he nodded to\those-at the table. "I'm goin' out
ter take a look around. Bud has gone back to his cool and easy way. "The first man who opens
Blackmark, an' I had a dream jest now· that he his mouth to give alarm will die."
.T hen it was that the two of them began pleadwas goin' ter git into trouble. I reckon I'll take
my horse an' ride over that way ter see about it. ing for their lives. It was no trouble to force
the two to march over and stand near the table
I believe in dreams, yer know."
The man said no more, but walked on past by the others, and Jim quickly did so.
"Sport," said our hero, "just take those weapthem· into another part of the big cave. They
heard him as he was putting the saddle and ons away from those fellows you have got on the
bridle upon a horse, and waited patiently. In a floor."
"That's jest what I'm <loin', Young 'Wild West,"
short time they saw him ride into the passage
that led to the outside, a lighted lantern in his came the reply, and the lasso thrower was not
hand. Waiting until the light had disappeared, long in depositing the revolvers and knives that
Wild arose to his feet and followed the horse- had belonged to the p1·isoners upon the table.
"Now then, do the same with the rest of them."
man a short distance through the passage. He
· While Wild and his partners held the others
was just in time to see him hang the lantern
to a little projection of 1·ock at the side of the' co-y;er_ed, Havens relieved t]l.em of their weapons.
Tie them up, Charlie. Sport will help you,"
passage, and then open the secret door. Out
he went, and as the door closed, Wild came back he said.
Both men knew exactly how to go about this,
to his companions.
"Now then," said he, with a nod of his head, and in less than ten minutes the seven villains
"I reckon we'll go ahead and capture these fel- were bound so there was no chance for them to
use their hands.
lows."
· "Well," said our hero, with a smile, as he lookCharlie and Jim gave an approving nod, while
the lasso thrower gathered his rope, as though ed at the crestfallen ho1·se thieves, "this is what
he expected to get the chance to rope some one. I can a pretty good haul. Bud Jackson thought
"Sport," said Wild, in a whisper, "you see those there was no possibility of any one getting here,
I suppose. But he made a little mistake. He
two men at the end of the table, of course."
"I sartinly do, Young Wild West," was the re- might have got the best of me twice last night,
but -the third time I face him he will find out
tort.
"Well, just ~\ r~ady to rope them. I want that it is all up with him. There are two of you
you to put the noose over the pair of them, and scoundrels at large and your leader is one of •
yank it tight in a hurry. When you see me hold them. We will now proceed to take care of
1
them." .
up my hand you can make the throw."
"What are we goin' ter do with 'em?'' asked
Havens gave a nod, and then made ready.
was coiling his rope, so
Wild waited until he was sure there would be no the lasso thrower, who
to make another throw, when
mistake about it, and then he quickly raised his he would be ready
hand. Whiz! The lariat flew through the air, the opportunity offered. to the settlement," Wild
"We'll ake them over
and the sound caused the card players to look
are we may come across
up in alarm. But before either of them knew retorted. "The chances
after having dreamed
what was about to happen, the noose descended the fellow who went out
trouble. If we do, I
in
was
Jackson
Bud
that
at.
aimed
had
thrower
lasso
over the two men the
to catch him. I
long
us
take
won't
it
reckon
quick
A
·nicely.
them
encircling
came,
Down it
tavern, for there
jerk, and they went sprawling upon the floor. would like to find Jackson at the
As this happened, Wild motioned for Jim to is most likely where he is at this very moment,"
The boy then turned and proceeded to make
take care of the two sleepers, while he darted
a search through the cavernous place. Jim and
forward and exclaimed:
the lasso thrower remained with the prisoners.
"Hold up .your hands, you scoundrels!"
leader.
"An' be quick about it, too!" Cheyenne Charlie and Charlie followed his dashing young
that there wen
added,, as he presented a revolver before the faces The result of the search showed
more than a score of horses stabled there.
of the astounded thieves.
Wild knew that some of them must be stolen
Meanwhile the lasso thrower had bounded forand
ward, and was now winding his rope about the ones, so at his suggestion they were haltered
necks of the two men he had so cleverly roped. a few minutes later led outside into the ofrta'.vine.
their
backs
He had them nearly choked to suffocation before The prisoners were tied upon the
Wild had a chance to see what he was doin,g. The own horses, and then the party mounted and set
other three gave in at once, and up went their out to ride for Blackmark.
hands. They knew they had no chane2, and
whatever hardness they might have possessed
had surely melted. The two, who were sleeping
in the-bunks, arose and looked around them lazily, CHAPTER VIII.-Bud Jackson's Third Escape.
and 'when they saw Jim Dart standing before
them, one of them quickly showed fight.
The settlers, who had been laughing heartily
"Run, boys!" he shouted, at the same time rais- since the explosion of the two cigars at the store
broke out afresh, when they saw the cleve1· Chiing his revolve1·.
But Jim was so close to him that he cleverly nese behind·the bar, and acting in a business-like
way. The words of the proprietor did not fail
knocked the weapon from his hand.
"Stand right where you are," the boy said, in to reach the clever Chinee's ears, so he paid no
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attention to anyone else but the stranger before
him, and said, blandly~
"Whattee you wan tee, Misler Melican man?"
Instead of making a reply, the stranger turned
directly to Farley and said:
"Is this your regular bartender, landlord?"
"Well, no," was the reply . . "I reckon it's ther
first time he's ever been behind the bar. But it's
all right. He'll wait on yer. That feller's ther
smartest heathen yer ever seen, stranger."
"Well, I ain't goin' ter allow no heathen Chinee ter wait on me. I want a drink of whisky,
an' I want it quick. But you kin bet your boots
that galoot ain't goin' ter sell it to me."
It happened that Farley was a man who never
believed in being imposed upon. He did not like
the way the stranger talked, ar•.:i he became
slightly angry,
"See here," he said, looking the fellow over,
while a gleam of anger shone in his eyes, "I
reckon I'm runnin' this place, an' if I want a
heathen ter tend bar for me a little while, it's
all right. I'm always ready ter do business with
anyone what comes along, an' if you don't want
ter buy your drink of whisky from ther man
as is behind ther bar, you needn't do it. How
does that hit yer, stranger? I reckon I kin be
jest as independent as you kin."
It was at this moment that the little man calleJ
Lem came into the barroom. Al Moran, the old
hunter, was holding him by the arm in an endeavor to keep him back. There was blood in
the eyes of Lem, for he felt sore because Hop
had played what he termed a mean trick upon
him.
"Let me git at ther heathen," he called out,
excitedly. "I'll show him if he kin make a fool
out of me, an' then half blow me up with a loaded cigar."
"Lem, you shet up!" cried the proprietor, angrily, as he stepped before the excited man.
"There ain't goin' ter be no fightin' done in here,
unless I take a hand in it. I jest told this
stranger that I was runnin' this place, an' you
kin bet your life I'm goin' ter run it ther way
I want ter. Now then, you shet up, or I'll chuck
you out of ther door."
But this did not have the effect of checking
Lem's wrath. He now turned upon Farley, and,
placing himself in a fighting position, exclaimed:
"You ain't big enough ter chuck me out, Farley. Jest try it. I'll knock your head off with
one crack."
"Hip hit Hoolay!" cried Hop, and then he
seized a bottle and placed it upon the bar.
"Eve1-ybody havee lillee dlink."
Out came the glasses, and with grinning faces,
all stepped up but the proprietor, Lem and the
stranger. Farley, however, looked over his
shoulder, and saw what was going on. But he
did not seem to mind it, for he felt that he could
trust the heathen.
"Are ye goin' ter stop your foolin', Lem?" he
asked.
The little man hit him a blow in the
Biff!
gasp, the
,tomach by way of a 1·eply, and with
proprietor staggered back. But it was not a ve1·y
ha~·d blow, and he recovered himself almost inst<lntly. He was very angry at that moment, and
crabbing the angry little man, he lifted him

bodily from the floor and tossed him out through
the doorway.
"There, you little skunk!" he exclaimed. '·Now
then, if you come in here ag'in you have got ter
behave yourself. I'll show yer that I'm runnin'
this here place. Is there anyone else that wants
ter be chucked out?"
As he said this he turned to the stranger, who
was smiling calmly.
"Landlord, you had better not try that on me,"
came from his lips. "I don't believe there is
anyone living who could thro~ me out of this
place."
"What's that, stranger?" Moran spoke up, taking a step toward him. "Why, I know a boy
who could do that without no trouble. His name
is Young Wild West. _ Have you ever heard of
him?"
"No, I never heard of such a person. You talk
like a fool when you say that a boy could throw
me out of this room. Maybe you think you kin
do it."
"Well, I've seen ther time when I could come
putty nigh doin' it. I'm a little too old ter tackle
yer, so I s'pose I'll have ter take water."
"There's always an excuse, my friend. But as
I don't want to make any trouble, I'm goin' ter
act the part of a gentleman. I'll set right tlown
here, an' wait until ther Chinaman comes from
behind ther bar, an' then, if ther proprietor feels
as though he would like ter serve me, I'll buy
a round of drinks."
The little man had come back as far a s the
door, and he stood thern glaring at all hands.
"Don't yer come in ag'in, Lem, unless you kin
behave yourself," the proprietor cautioned.
Then he walked over to the bar, and nodding
to Hop, said:
"I reckon I come in for a drink, don't I?"
"Lat light. You helpee yourself, so be. Me
velly smartee Chinee. Me gleat bartender."
To show that he was not trying to impose
upon the proprietor, Hop counted up what the
drinks amoun~ed to, and placed the money in the
This pleased Farley so much that his
drawer.
face broke into a smile, and then he ordered a
round of drinks.
"Kin I come in, Farley?" Lem a sked, for he
was now quite subdued.
"If yer kin behave yourself, come on in, you
little runt," was the reply.
Lem came inside. Hop served about as well as
the previous bartender could have done it himself, and while it was going on the stranger sat
at a table puffing away at a cigarette, which he
had 1·olled after taking his position there. The
Chinaman had been watching the fellow, though
apparently he was not at all interested in him.
Hop Wah had been so long with Young Wild
West and his partners that he had learned much
from them, and it had occurred to him right at
the start that this man might be one of the horse
thieves, or possibly the leader himself.
Bud Jackson had returned the night before in
disguise, and why shouldn't he come again? It
is doubtful if there was anyone else at the tavern who thought anything like this, but Hop did,
and he felt that it was his duty to find out whether his suspicions were correct or not.
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"Now Jen, Misler Farley,'' he said, when he had
washed the glasses after the 1·ound had been
served, •\me comee outee and you takee my place,
so be. Me no wantee tendee bar some more."
"Jest as you say, Hop," F ·a rl~y retort11d, with
a grin, and then he stepped behind the bar, while
Hop came· around to the front.
He. had no sooner done so when the stranger
threw away his cigarette, and arose and walked
to the bar.
"Now, then, landlord, if you care to serve me,
I'll have a .little of your best liquor," he ob;,erved.
The man got his drink and paid for it, and then
noticing that Hop was standing close by and grinning at him, an angry flash came into his eyes,
and he called out, sharply:
"If you don't keep away from me, heathen,
I'll have to shoot yer, that's all. You make me
mad every time I look at yer."
"You shootee me, and me shootee you, so be,"
Hop ret orted, boldly. "Me allee samee velly
smartee Chinee, so be. Me shootee likee Young
Wild ·w est."
Then he drew from under his ·coat the big revolver he always carried and pointed it squarely
at the st r anger. T1rs sudden action astoundecl
all ha nds, but they were to receive a further surprise, fo r sud denly Hop pressed the trigger of
the weapon. Ther e was a rather dull report as
a stream of red fhe shdt from the muzzle, and
uttering a cr y of alarm, the stranger staggered
back and fell to the floor.
"Blamed if he ain't killea him!'' exclaimed the
old hunter.
"No·!" exclaimed Hop, sha king his head. "Lat
only lillee jokee, so be. Me havee no bullet in um
gun."
Then he ran forvrnrd and seized the man by
the hair. He was not at all surprised when it
came off, and then as quick a s a gash he whipped
off the mustache and chin-beard, disclosing the
face of Bud Jackson, the horse thief.
·
This must have caused the villain to recover
himself, for he was upon his feet in an instant,
and before anyone could prevent him he darted
for the door and reache.d his horse. He mounted
and was riding away before anyone thought of
even firing a shot at him.
"Whattee mattee?" cried Hop, excitedly. "Why
you no ketchee him? He velly bad man. He um
· horse thief. Me knowee lat."
Out he ran, and just as he saw the hunter raising his gun to take a shot the villain disoppeared
behind a clump of trees.
"Me go ketchee,'' said Hop, and. t,urned to run
for the camp to get his horse.
'
When he got there he was met by Arietta, who
knew' right away that something was wrong.
"What's the matter, Hop?" she asked.
The Chinaman quickly explained.
"Well, I will go with you," the ,g irl declared,
and then she hastened ;to get her horse.
In less' than five . minutes later Arietta and
Hop were riding along the trail in the direction
Bud J a ekson had taken. Several of the settlers
who ha ·l horses had also started in pursuit, and
it s,'e·11n l as if they were all bent upon captm·ing ,
,der of the Hard Gang of Black Ravine.
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CHAPTER IX.-The Clean-up of the Gang.

It seemed that Bud Jackson had a mania for
disguising himself and running into danger. He
was very clever at it, and when he- donned the
light wig and mustache and beard to match he
felt that he could easily fool anyone living. Of
course it was his intention to take the life of
Young Wild West, and thinking that he would
find the boy at the tavern, he rode leisurely to
it, after leaving the hidden cave.
·
When he got there and found that the young
deadshot and his partners were ·nowhere to be
seen, he was a little disappointed. But he could
not keep from showing his anger at the Chinaman when he saw him go behind the bar to wait
upon him.
What happened after that has just been told,
and boiling with fury, the leader of the Hard
Gang 1·ode away, not even thinking of thanking
his stars for his escape. He seemed to take it
for _granted that he was bound to escape, no matter what predicament he got in, and when he
was half a mile from the settlement he brought
his horse down to a walk and proceeded on along
the path that would lead him to the trail that
ran through the ravine. He had not gone very
far before he saw one of his gang riding leisurely toward him.
"Hello, Bud," the man called out, as the two
met. "I'm mighty glad to see you're alive, blamed
if I ain't."
"Glad to see me alive. What do you mean by
that, pard 7" the leader asked, looking at him in
surp;rise.
·
"Well, I was takin' a nap in ther cave when I
had a dream that you was in danger, an' I woke
up an' told ther boys I was comin' over this way
ter look for yer. Ther dream seemed awful real,
but since I've met yer alive an' well, it shows
plainly that dreams don't amount ter nothin'."
"Of course dreams don't amount to anything,"
Bud retorted, a smile showing on his face.
"Where's ;your false whiskers an' hair?" the
horse thief asked, as he noticed for the fii·st time
that Bud was without them.
"Well, Young Wild West's clever Chi nee, as
they call him, relieved me of them over at the
tavern."
"What!"
"That's right, pa1·d. But I got away jest as
easy as I did last night. They're altogether too
slow over there to ketch me. I s'pose they'll be
aftei- me, though, of course, they couldn't find
ther way I came, an' they'll come on around by
ther road until they reached ther trail. I reckon
ther best thing we kin do now is ter go back to
ther cave an' lay low."
"Yes, I reckon so, Bud. Come on."
The speaker turned his horse, and then the
two rode on until they reached the ravine. They
seemed in no hul'l'y, however , and let their horses
go at a walk.
'
They had not gone very far when the sharp
ears of the leader of the horse thieves caught
the sounds made by someone a.,pproaching. Instantly he turned to his companion and said:
"This way, pard. Someone is comin'."
They rode their horses into a nearby pocket\
and then dismounted. It happened that Young
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YOUNG WILD WEST AND THE LASSO-THROWER

Wild West and his partners were coming along
less than a hundred yards away with their prisoners. Both Wild and Charlie were keeping a
sharp watch ahead, and as the two villains turned to hide themselves both caught sight of them.This was enough to cause them to come to a halt.
The ravine was rathei- narrow at this pofot, and
satisfied that the two men were the ones they
were looking for, our hero turned to the scout and
said:
"Charlie, we will leave Jim and Sport hei•e with
the prisoners, and we will climb to the other side
and try to get a chance to draw a bead on the
two scoundrels."
"Let me go with yer, won't yer?" said the
lasso thrower, pleadingly.
"Well, I suppose you may," our hero answered.
"Take him with you, an' I'll ride on slowly an'
look for 'em," ChJirlie spoke up.
"All right, then. Come on, Sport."
The cowboy quickly dismounted, and as our
hero was alread)!'.-'upqn the ground, he turned toward the side of the ravine, and began making
his way upward. He knew very well that the two
men were hiding somewhere, and that if they
should happen to see them coming· ·they would
surely open fire upon them. This he did not want
to give them a chance to do, so up he went, picking his way carefully, the lasso thrower following
him.
When they got half way up the slanting ascent
they could see the remains of a tumble-down
shanty on the other side. This• was pretty well
hidden by the rocks, and they wondered how it
was that they had not seen· it before. But -it
certainly looked as though it was ·not fit for occupancy, so they paid no further attention to it.
Moving along a ledge, they slowly neared the spot
where they had seen the two riders disappear.
Wild saw Charlie riding through the ravine, his
horse at a walk, and watching both side(i occasionally. A little further on he came to a bend,
and then the boy caught sight of the two men,
who were ascending the rather steep ascent at
the other side toward the dilapidated shanty at
·
the top.
"See, Sport," he said, touching his companion's
arm, "there they are. I reek-en they see Charlie
coming, and mean to get a shot at him."
Only one of the villains had a 1·ifle, so Wild
knew, and this was t1'1e man who had left the cave
to go and look for Bud Jackson. Satisfied that
he could easily prevent him from shooting Charlie, he raised himself slightly .and beckoned for
·
the scout to come on.
By this time Bud Jackson and his companion
had reached the top of the cliff, though they could
not be seen. But Wild knew exactly where they
must be. There was a big rock right near the
ruins of the shanty, and behind this they were
110 doubt crouching. On came the scout, putting
his horse to a trot, while, revolver in hand, our
hero waited:
But Spo:i:t Havens was waiting too. He had
his rope ready to make a swing when the proper
moment arrived. If anyone had been looking up
the ravine they would have seen only a solitary
rider approaching. They would not have dream-·
ed that there were two on either side watching ·
lo get in thei-r fine woi-k.
The climax soon anived. As Charlie came rid-

ing through the ravine two men suddenly appea1·ecl on the cliff. One of them aimed a rifle
at him, but before he could pull the trigger the
lasso. thrower caught it with his rope. It certainly was a clever throw that Sport Havens had
made, and when Bud Jackson saw the rifle whirling across the ravine he arose involuntarily from
behind the rock and exposed himself.
"Look out, Charlie!'' exclaimed Wild, for ne
knew the villain would fire a shot.
But before he could do so the scout jerked a
revolver from the holster and took a quick aim
and pulled the trigger. The bullet caught Jackson in the shoulder, and he came rolling down
the steep descent.
Crack! The other man fired a shot with his
gun now, and the bullet whizzed past the ear of
our hero. There was no help for it, so Wild
quickly drew a bead on him and brought him
down.
"Whoopee, whoopee! Wow, wow!" yelled the
scout, as he dismounted and waved his -hat. "I
.
reckon we've got 'em all now, Wild."
"That's right, Charlie. I wanted to get these
two alive, but it seems we couldn't do it. The
·
leader is not dead, though.' '
The lasso thrower grinned as he slowly coiled
his rope and drew the r_ifle toward him.
"What did you think of that throw I made,
Young Wild West?" he asked, as he stepped
down the rocks.
"It_ was very -cl_ever, indeed, Sport. You are
certamly a champion lasso thrower: You nailed
the rifle just as the scoundrel was going to take
aim.''
Wild now called to Jim to come on with the
prisoners, and soon they all appeared. A little ·
water was thl'Own into the face of the. unconscious
leader, and when he opened his eyes and saw his
men tied to their horses he uttered a groan and
settled back.
The two horses were soon found, and the wounded man was placed upon the back of the one he
had been riding, while the body of the other fellow was tied upon the steed he had dismounted
from but a short time before. Then the whole
party set out through the ravine, and as they
neared the end of it -they were met by Arietta
and Hop and the settle1·s who had started in pursuit. When they finally rode up .-and halted before the tavern every man, women and child in
the settlement was there to meet them.
Young Wild West had certainly showed what
he could do in hunting down a band of criminals.
That afternoon the prisoners were taken to the
nearest town where there was a substantial jail
and then our friends felt that they had nothing
more to do in that. particular place.
"Well, boys,"· said our hero, as they were ready
to ride away in search of fresh adventures "I
reckon you·'re all glad that we happened to drop
into B lackmark. I know we are glad, for we
have helped you get rid if the Hard Gang of
Black Ravine.''
"Helped us!" cried Al Moran, the old hunter.
"Why, yer done it all yourselves."
"With the assistance of the lasso thrower,"
Wild added, with a smile.
Next week's issue will contain "YOUNG WILD
WEST SENTENCED TO DIE; OR, ARIETTA
AND THE VIGILANTS."

21

WILD WEST WEEKLY

CURRENT NEWS
A HUGE EMERALD
An uncut emerald weighing 630 carats has recently been brought to this country for dividing
and cutting, as of course it would not be marketable in its present form. There are larger
emeralds in existence; one in Bogota weighs 1,000
ca1·ats, and one of the Russiap crown jewels, before their dispersion, weighed 6¾ ounces.
LION GNAWS THROUGH CAGE
A lion being shipped from Hutchinson, Kan.,
to Floyd King of L9uisville, Ky., gnawed the
wood away from two iron bars in his cage and
roamed free in two connecting express cars as a
Santa Fe passenger train sped eastward to Kansas City
·
The beast was padding around among express

parcels in the cat's, which were switched to the
Argentine, Kan., yards, and the superintendent
of the Swope Park Zoo was summoned to cage the
animal.
A HOTEL FOR. DOGS
Hotel proprietors are not very keen on entertaining the canine companions of their guests, and
constant squabbles result when visifol'S attempt
to smuggle in and feed their pets. Accordingly,
Los Angeles is to be favored with a hotel for
dogs which will cater to the "tourist trade" by
offering rooms "with" or "without" bath. Probably most of the dogs, if they could speak, would
engage accommodations "without" bath. The dogs
will be well taken care of while their mistresses
are shopping or posing under the studio lights.

IF BOYS! BOYS! -..;

MYSTERY MAGAZINE, No. 151
Is On the Newsstands, Containing -

The Rousing Detecti~e Novelette entitled

"THE ONE CHANCE" By THOMAS RIPLEY
There is also a wop.derf ul two-part story written by the greatest authors
of detective fiction in the world-

Arthur B. Reeve and Margaret Wilson Reeve
Their Story Is

"BY THE BREADTH OF A HAIR"
Among the short stories you will find the very best detective sketches
ever written. The authors are nationally known and each story has a
good plot. Here a1·e the titles:

"Masks of Midnight," by James W. Egan
"Sawbones Smashes a -Record," by Edgar Daniel Kramer
"Hidden Death," by Arthur Seymour Witt
"A Bit of Psychology," by Charles C. Watson
There is also a special article entitled "THE LONG-FINGERED HAND
OF SCIENCE," by BENJAMIN CALL, and a number of shorter items,
such as "A WONDERFUL CONSCIENCE," "ASTROLOGER GUIDED
THE CRIMINAL," "THE PRISON RAT," ,"HOW CROOKS WORK" and
"UNSANITARY JAILS."

- GET A· COPY-PRICE 10 CENTS
_
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OUT FOR A JOB
-Or, -

The Adventures of an Office Boy
By DICK ELLISON
(A Serial Sto1·y)

CHAPTER VIII.-( Continued).
"Right you are, my boy, only you take the
couch. I'm used to roughing it."
"So am I. The chair will do me."
Couch and chair were brought into the kitchen
and Bird stretched himself on the former, talking
all the time about the wreck, the storm, their
guests, anything and everything but himself and
his own affairs.
"This man is no tramp," thought Gus. "His
hands are as white and soft as a lady's. Who is
he? What is he? Upon my word I believe it's
all a frame-up and that detective sicked him on
to me."
He remained silent while Bird rambled on, but
at last there was less talk, and soon after the expected happened. Bird was asleep.
"If I could only find out," thought Gus.
He got up and cautiously examined the fellow's
clothes, which were drying by the fire over two
chairs, but everything had been removed from the
pockets, and Gus remembered that Bird had displayed considerable secrecy in doing this, concealing the articles taken from the pockets in his
hand as the transfer was made in several in··
stances.
The case seemed hopeless, so Gus gave it up
and fell to musing. He had turned the lamp low;
the room was comfortable, so was the Morris
chair. Before he knew it Gus was asleep.
He awoke with a start within a minute, it
seemed to him, but it was not so. The storm had
abated, the fi re was out , the gray of dawn was
breaking in the east when the office boy glanced
out of the window. Bird was no longer on the
couch but Mr. Abanao's clothes were, while those
which were drying had disappeared.
"He has taken himself off," thought Gus. "He
can't be a thief, though, or he would have swiped
the boss's clothes. But I must make sure."
He lighted the lantern and looked into the
other rooms, but there was no Bird.
Hearing his footsteps, Isabel opened the door
on the crack.
"Gus," she said, "Mr. Van Vorst is a·w ake.
Could I trouble you for a cup of coffee?"
"Sure," 1·eplied Gus. "How is he?"
"Resting as comfortably as could be expected."
"And you?"
"I'm all right, thanks to you."
"That man seems to have gone. I fell asleep
after all. Did you hear him go?"
"No; I slept myself. Has he stolen anything?
As I told you, I didn't like his looks."
"l can't find that he lras. I'll get the coffee in

just a minute. I want to see if he has taken the
boat."
Gus ran down to the pier to find the boat gone.
As he was returning he went through his pockets, and then came upon a discovery which confirmed his suspicions as to Mr. Abel Bird for
while Gus's money was undisturbed the ~naddres~ed letter which Mr. Abanao ha'd entrusted
to him was missing from the inside pocket of his
coat.
Gus was in despair.
"He's a detective, sure," he thought. "It's all
my fault. Why did I let myself go to sleep?"
It was too late now for vain regrets. Gus returned to the house in disgust, replenished the
fire, heated up the coffee, and took it to Isabel
'
who came out into the passage.
. '_'Thank you ever so much," she said. "Uncle
is m much better shape than I dared to hope for.
How do we get to New York?"
" ,"By the Long Island railroad," replied Gus.
I 11 see you started all right. Now I'm going to
get breakfast."
lie decided to say nothing about his loss.
I shall hold on here another night anyhow "
he said to himself. If the man come~ 1 may be
able to m~k.e him understand that I am all right."
Isabel Jomed him at the breakfast table Gus
found her very charming. He decided that he
had never seen a girl he liked so well.
Their talk touched principally on Curacao and
the voyage, and while they were at it an idea
suddenly popped into Gus's head.
If the Queen Wilhelmina was coming up from
southern waters, then what brought her away
down on the Long Island shore?
..._ "Who is the captain of the steamer?" he asked
'
aoruptly.
:;His name is Van Klompen," replied Isabel.
Not Peter Van Klompen?"
"No; Dirk is his first name. Why do you a sk ?"
"I-I think I know him. Has he a wart on his
nose?"
"Yes. , A _big one. You must know him, see.
You cant thmk how funny it makes him look."
. Gus changed the conversation as quickly as possible. Breakfast over, Isabel c;ooked eggs for her
uncle and took them to his room.
" "I,'m goin~ o_ut to that wreck," decided Gus.
This ~apt~m 1s my _man sure. Pehaps I can
make him g!ve up the Jars of tamarinds after all.
What can it mean, unless it is smuggling, and
yet why on earth should , Mr. Abanao want to
smuggle in three jars of preserved fruit?"
It was a problem too deep for the office boy, but
he was more than ever determined to obey his
boss's orders, and to see the thing through.
It was a beautiful morning and not so very
cold.
Gus ~as most anxious to be on the move and
yet he hesitated to leave Isabel and her uncl~.
"Same time if I don't, Bird will surely cut in
ahead of me and deliver that letter," he· said to
himself. "I wonder how far it is to the wreck,
anyway? If I only knew.''
He questioned I sabel when she came into the
kitchen again, but naturally she could tell him
nothing definite.
(To be continued.)
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GOOD READING
NEW JERSEY ENDS RABBIT DEARTH
Because of the scarcity of game in southern
New Jersey the State has imported 9,000 rabbits
which will be- liberated in the five lower counties
of New Jersey. William Steel, game warden of
Cape May county, will liberate the county's quota
of 428 the coming week. The rabbits are from
the Southern States and Mexico.
Forest fires in southern New Jersey have almost depleted the State of rabbits, which used to
be so plentiful that farmers complained they ate
hundreds of dollars' worth of vegetables every
year.
There also is a move on to have a law passed
at Trenton to prohibit the killing of deer for the
next five years.
RAISING
FOR
CONTRACT
BRITISH
FLOW
SCAPA
SUNKEN SHIPS AT
A Queensborough, Kent, firm to-day made a
contract with the Admiralty to raise sixty-eight
German warships sunk at Scapa Flow.
Most of the warships when raised will be sold to
~hipbreakers, while the others will be used by the
Admiralty for tal'get practice. At the conclusion
of the World War the German warships were
taken to Scapa Flow, an expanse of sea in the
~ou·hern part of the Orknevs, used by Admiral
Jellicoe as his chief naval base, to be interned
there. On June 21, 1919, the German crews scuttled the vessels, and the entire fleet, except the
battleship Baden, five light cruisers and some
smaller vessels settled to the bottom.
MODERN COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO
A modern Count of Monte Cristo was discovered, it was believed, when Joseph Lanoville,
fifty-four, a silver polish manufacturer of Coytesville, N. J., opposite Two Hundredth street, and
the father of sixteen children, prepared to go
to France to claim a fortune of $75,000,000.
The story reads like fiction or a thrilling movie
scenario. It is that, just before the French
Revolution, Count Anthony Lanoville, a Parisian
nobleman, died leaving an estate of $10,000,000.
Some years previous., his only son and heir was
abducted by an American seaman and brought
to Rouse's Point. There, it was declared, he
married an Indian girl.
Rrcently, it was said, Alphonse Bertram, an
attorney of Paris, came here and informed Lanoville that, inasmuch as he was the oldest surviving descendant of the kidnaped heir, he was
entitled to claim the Lanoville estate in France,
which meanwhile was declared to have grown to
$75,000,000.
KNOW YOUR OWN COUNTRY
North Dakota is nearly seven times as large as
New Jersey, one and one-half times as large as
New York State, but its population is only
one-fifth that of New Jersey, one-eighteenth that
of New York, although North Dakota's agricultural land can support a nonulation of more than
10,000,000. It now is 700,000.

North Dakota produces one-eighth of the sprinp:
'
wheat crop of the entire United States.
North Dakota has over a half billion tons o~
coal underlying her soil, the greatest coal deposit
of any one State.
North Dakota, though in the far north, produces the fine st cantaloups, watermelons and
strawberries.
North Dakota has ninety-five more hours of
sunshine in five summer months than Springfield,
Ill.

North Dakota produces more rye than any
other two States and half the flax production of
the United States.
North Dakota hopes to become one of the
greatest corn producing State~ in spite of short
seasons; production now averages 20,000,000
bushels a year.
North Dakota will become one of the leading
honey producing States of the nation in the
belief of agricultural leaders.
North Dakota's diversified farms include several for raising of silver foxes.
Jersey cattle imported to North Dakota grow
considerably larger than in States to the south.
North Dakota is one of the most advanced
States in the number of consolidated rural
schools.
North D~kota hopes to see a national park
created out of a great petrified forest found in
the "Bad Lands" near Theodore Roosevelt's
ranching home.
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JNTER.ESTING R.ADIO NEWS AND HINTS
ABOUT HOWLING!
Audio frequency with two or more steps of
amplification will howl sometimes. With the radio
frequency there is no howling and any number
of steps may be used.
GOOD TIPS
Many radio experimenters have trouble with
regenerative sets. The filaments may be lit too
brightly or the B batteries on the detector tube
may be improperly adjusted. The B battery
should be variable and by experimentation -a best
value will be found. When using an amplifier
make sure that all the connections are tight A
loose connection will produce a disagreeable noise
in the head telephones.
Shellac should never --be used as a binder. It
g1·eatly increases the disturbed capacity of the
<..oil, with resultant losses. In fact, no l;>inder
should be used. If a reasonable amount of care
is exercised and the turns are wound tight a
·
binder will be unnecessary. ·
In circuits in which a single turn of wire constitutes the primary inductance heavy wire should
be used, preferably 12 or 14. A strip of copper
ribbon, a quarter inch wide and properly insulated from the secondary, will serve. .,.

with the tube set one of the several radially-arranged antennae, each more than 1 ½ miles long
and supported by six towers, was employed. A .
current of 350 amperes was delivered at the antenna circuit. The British Marconi Company
have in their station at Carnovan, Wales, a tube
set made up by parallel 60 air-cooled, fragile,
glass vacuum tubes of approximately t_wo kilowatt input capacity each. American engineers
have reduced the number of tubes necessary for
a set from six to sixty, by increasing their individual capacity from two kilowatts each to ten
kilowatts each.

BUYING LOUD-SPEAKERS
Engineers have· pointed out that the best way
to select a loud-speaker is to listen for a pure
sound, such as that from an organ. If this is
not available, the "howl" of the radio set itself
may be used to test the quality of the loudsp€aker. If the loud-speaker sends out the vari·ous pitches of the howl without a rattle and at
fairly even volume, it will generally give good
reproduction of music or voice without much distortion. Piano music picked up by a radio set
and sent th1·ough a loud-speaker also serves as a
good test. If some notes are abrupt, blast
through .and sound "tinny," it is an indication
that the loud-speaker is not of the highest quality.
VARIOMETER
The voice is complicated sound and serves as
Variometers will make radio frequency trans- a good test for the loud-speaker's ability. Someformers if the rotor and stator windings are sep- times twenty to thirty pitches are necessary to
arated. Use one half as the primary and the produce the quality and inflection of the voice.
other as the secondary. With a small variable If a person hears a familiar voice through a
condenser across the secondary the tuning will be loud-speaker and can recognize the naturalness
greatly improved. This is known as tuned radio of the voice it is a good indication that the loudfrequency amplification, and is better than using speaker is of superior quality. If the listener is
transformers, because radio frequency trans- not familiar with the voice of the speaker, the
formers have a decide!} "peak" where the signals best test is to stand away from the loud-speaker
al'e best, and it is not possible to change this and try to understand the voice.
peak except by tuning.
There are four tests which may be applied to
Radio frequency is strictly limited in its wave a loud-speaker to determine its efficiency. Does
sugas
vaI"iometer
the
of
Jeng·th and the use
it produce clear sound at different pitches? Is
gested above will give a little better range than there equal loudness of sound at different pitches?
the transformer.
In complicated sound do the individual pitches
It will be found in ordinary radio frequency get through in the same proportion that they
transformer amplification that certain stations have in the original sound? Is the natural sound
will come in better than others, despite the fact of the loud-speaker minimized as much as posthat the other stations may have · more power. sible?
This is caused by the peak mentioned above and
One can easily distinguish between a pure
the variometer will enable the operator to tune sound of a definite pitch, such as that of a flute
in these other stations so that they are as good. or organ, and the complicate sound, such a s the
voice, which is the blending of a number of
TRANSATLANTIC TRANSMISSION
pitches. A loud-speaker to be perfect must be
Transatlanic transmission with ~·acuum tubes capable of reproducing all musical tones and
took place i·ecently when an expe1·imental high- various pitches of the voices without any of its
power tube set at Radio Central, Rocky Point, L. own characteristic sounds. A loud-speaker havI., was operated continuously for 16 houl'S, hand- ing ,a horn, diaphragm or vibrating reed is sure .
ling commerical traffic with Great Britain and to have its own characteristic sounds, that is, it
Gexmany on a wave length of 19,00'0 meters. The will vibrate itself at certain frequencies and cause
set itself is for the time being composed of three distorted sound. When the tin horn vibrates, the
50-kilowatt, 15,000-volt, water-cooled, · metal sound is said to be "tinny." The natural sound
vacuum tubes, known in the engineering world as of' the loud.speaker is dependent to a great exkenetrons, used as rectifiers, and six 15,000-volt, tent on the horn. A long horn gives a lower
20-kilowatt, water:fooled, metal pliotons, used as · and more pleasing pitch.
A poorly adjusted amplifier will make the best
high-frequency converters. For the experiment
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loud-speaker sound bad. The most successful results are obtained by accentuatinig the low notes
and suppressing the high ones. For this reason
it is sometimes difficult to reproduce a distant
station clearly through a loud-speaker. A loudspeaker cannot be used efficiently with a cr ystal
set. At least two stages of audio frequ ency amplification are required for successful results.
Where two or three stages of radio frequency
amplification are also employed, a loud-speaker
can be ope1·ated in connection with an indoor loop
antenna, otherwise the outdoor antenna is necessary for good results.
TUNED RADIO FREQUENCY
The importance of adding radio frequency to a
set already on hand is in general fully realized,
yet there are some who are unaware of this form
of signal amplification.
Radio frequency amplification has been developed to a degree of practical perfection that
makes it entirely satisfactor y even in the hands
of the unskilled amateur. Results 2.re being obtained in actuality that rival what super-regeneration promised to accomplish in theory.
Radio frequency amplification is becoming more
and more a matter of keen interest to radio amateurs. The radio enthusiasts of pioneering nature who are always the first to try something
new had found out that radio frequency amplification has profound possibilities and that it
really a nd truly belongs in every set that lays
claim to long distance reception.
In the first place the fund amental theory of
radio frequency amplification is entirely different
from that of audio frequency. As the names imply, both pieces of apparatus amplify the signals received, but they do it in a widely different manner. The audio frequency method, for
instance, amplifies whatever the detector tube delivers to it, and therefore considerably increases
the volume of solµld in the telephone receivers.
It is obvious that if a signal is too weak by the
time it reaches the receiving antenna to affect
the detector no amount of audio frequency amplification will make it heard. In other words,
you cannot amplify something the detector won't
detect.
Radio frequency amplification on the ether hand
gets right in at the heart of the trouble. The
radio frequency tubes precede the detector tube in
the circuit and confine their work to the radio
impulses in theh- original form. "In accordance
with the natural action of the vacuum tube these
impulses are successively strengthened by as
many tubes as desired and then when they are
deemed sufficiently strong they are passed on to
the detector tube for conversion into currents of
r adio frequency. Once audible sounds are produced audio frequency amplification may be re•
lied upon to obtain the desired results for volume.
The connection between the amplifying vacuum
tubes may be a wire of very high resistance o:i; it
may be some from of transformer.
An9ther
met hod which is being found suitable is what is
known as tuned radio frequency.
With the empl9yment of radio frequency transformers they may be of air core type or the iron
core construction which has two independent coils
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known as primary and secondary, mounted upon
laminated legs. '!'he iron core amplifying trans
formers give good results and in seeming paradox also give the most trouble to the uninitiated.
The amount of iron in any transformer is dependent upon the frequency of the current which
is passed through the windings, the higher the
frequency the less the iron. Since the iron must
reverse its polarity with each reversal of the
current this indirect ratio is easily . explained.
With audio frequencies such as are encountered
in signals afte1· they leave the detector the design of the transformer is not difficult and many
good audio frequency amplifying transformers
are now on the market. But when it is remembered that the radio frequency of a 200-meter
wave runs up into millions of cycles the corn- ,
plexity of the task confronts the designer of
radio frequency amplifying transformers.
The design of radio frequency transformers
would not prove a thorn in the sides of makers
if the commercial phases of the question did not
have to be encountered. It ·snot such a problem
to consti·uct a radio transformer which will function well in a very narrow band of wave lengths,
say 200 to 250 meters, but such a device will not
meet with the sanction of most amateurs, because
they would not wish to be put to the task of constantly changing transformers. The ordinary
amateur wants a radio frequency transformer
that he can insert in a circuit and forget, regardless of wave length. But the art has not as
yet advanced to the point whern such requirements can be met.
Several schemes have been tried for chcumventing the natural liminations of the radio frequency tran sformers. One has lieen the division
of the windings into sections with suitable taps
brought to the sui-face. By means of binding
posts or a movable contact arm the transformer
is tuned to a particular band of wave lengths that
are to be received, and the loss incident to using a transformer designed for one frequency on
a vastly different one is partially avoided. The
other scheme ~rovides a series of . transformers
to be plugged m and out in accordance with the
tuning.
.
The most common type of radio frequency transformer on sale to-day is one that closely resembles the familiar audio frequency instrument
and is designed to cover a band of wave length s
extending from about 200 to about 500 meters.
Naturally there is one point within this mnge
where the efficiency 1·eaches a maximum, the electrical losses increasing 1·apidly with the distance
on either side of this point. However, most radio
fans who employ radio frequency transformers
are willing to lose some of this efficiency for the
sake of convenience of operation and it must be
considered that they are getting fair results with
their ability to tune.
Tuned radio frequency does not employ any
transfo1·mer whatsoever but merely a coil of wire
similar to a variometer and condenser. By means
of this combination in Its proper place in the
circuit, one may tune to any giv.en wave length
and amplify that signal on that wave l~mgth.
Usually one or two stages of tuned radio frequency are employed enabling long di stance reception regai·dless of the wave length to be rel',eived.
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ITEMS OF INTEREST
HICKORY'S PECULIAR BARK
The characteristic of the shagbark hickory
from which it derives its name, is the peculiar
manner in which the bark is attached to the
trunk. This is light gray and from one-half to
three-quarters of an inch in thickness. It separates from the trunk in thick strips from a few
inches in length to from two to three feet and
from one to six inches in width. These strips retain their attachment to the tree at the middle
and u sually curl up at each end, giving a decidedly rough and shaggy appearance to the
trunk.
GIANT RATS
The rat ter rorism of the lower East Side, New
York, showed further growth recently with three
more persons reporting to Bellevue for treatment
after having been bitten in their sleep.
Louis Salvatore, forty, and his twelve-year-old
son, Adamo, who live in the teneme:i;it house at
No. 331 East Fourteenth street, where threeyear-old Adele Quattrocchi was att!icked in her
crib, wer e two of the victims. Both waked t o
find the lobes of their ears bleeding and to see
rats jump from the bed.
The third victim was Anthony Massio, two,
whose wrists were lacerated by the rodents as he
lay in bed. All received lockjaw anti-toxin at
Bellevue.
Meanwhile residents in nearby tenements continued to fight the pests. The rats have become
so bold they swarm over the table and are prevented only by clubs from making away with
food. Many of them are said to be as large as
cats.
.
According to persons living in the tenements,
the unusually large number of rats have been
driven into the homes by subway excavations in
Fourteenth street.
SHOES SHINED FOR ONE CENT
Most of us are familiar with the various
''Penny-in-the-Slot" machines. vVe can now make
it unnecessary, it is claimed., to spend five or

ten cents a day for a shoe shine which is not
really needed except that the shoes need a dusting, and the wearer has scruples against using
his handkerchief for the purpose, besides exerting
what to some W!l'Sons is too great a physical effort.
All one need do now is to drop a penny in an
automatic shoe-brushing machine, place the foot
beneath the rapidly revolving brush, and in half
a minute the shoes are cleaned from mud and
dust, and the original lustre of the dressed
leather is restored. The brush, which revolves an
ample length of time to thoroughly cleanse each
shoe, is a specially made affair of the same type
used at shoe factories in putting the final finish
on shoes before shipment.
This machine will not shine a shoe that has
nothing on it with which to work; but it will,
however, keep Sunday's shine bright and clean
for a surprising length of time, if used regularly.

LAUGHS
"T~ey're six fine s_o ns rou have, Casey," said
Denms Flaherty to his friend. "They are," said
Casey. "Do you have any t r ouble with them?"
"Trouble ~" said Casey. "I've never had to raise
my hand to one of them, except in self-defense."
"You go hunting every year?" "Yes." "Wha t
kind of game do you prefer?" "Oh, I neve r shoot
anything. But it's kind of pleasant to come home
and have my family make a fuss over me because I got back alive."
Hiram-That boy of yours what went t o college could do some powerful lifting with the club
and dumbbells. Silas-Yes ; but I always thought
more of t he other one's lifting powers. HiramDid he lift dumbbells and the like? Silas-No;
but he lifted the mortgages.
"See here, la ndlord," stormed the indignant
tenant, "that house you rented me is too draughty.
Why, when I am sitting in the middle of the room
my hair blows all over my face. What can you
do to stop it?" "Well," replied the landlord
thoughtfully, "how about giving you a quarter
to get a haircut?"
The portly lady had accidentally taken a rear
seat in- a surface car reserved for smokers. With
unconcealed indignation she watched the man beside her fill his pipe. "Sir," finally came her
frigid tones, " smoking always makes me feel
sick." "Does it now, ma'am?" said the man, as
he carefully lighted up. "Then take my advice
an' quit smoking."
On moving into a new neighborhood the small
boy of the family was cautioned not to fight with
his new acquaintances. One day Tommy came
home with a black eye and badly bespattered with
mud. "Why, Tommy," said his mother, "didn't
I tell you not to fight until you had counted one
hundred?" "Yes'm," sniffed Tommy; "and look
what Willie Smith did while I was countin.ir."
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INTERESTING ARTICLES
ISLE OF PINES REPTILES
There are no venomous reptiles or insects on
the Isle of Pines. There are four varieties of the
smaller snakes. The most formidable reptile is
the maja-a consti·ictor. One of the largest
known specimens perhaps is the one killed near
Nueva Gerona some ~ ears ago in a manger while
enjoying his siesta after having dined upon - a
brooding hen and he1, eggs.
It measured twelve feet in length and was approximately six inches in diameter except through
t he part distended by the hen, Its skin, cU1·ed,
looked like the souvenir of some heroic encounter,
but the truth is that the noncombative nature of
t he maja is so ridiculously at variance with his
dreadful aspect that his name is applied as a
term of contempt to blusterers and swaggerers.
Dr. Luz Hernandez jn his book "The Salubrity of
the Isle of Pines," recommends the white meat of
the maja to his patients.
The lacertillia are rep r esented by a few harmless lizards, a plenty of pretty chameleons and a
var iety of the iguanas, rarely seen, whose flesh is
esteemed as a food. Specimens have been found
three feet in length, but its innocuous nature is
evident from the fact that it makes a very well
behaved family pet.
AMERICAN QUAIL RAISED ON MOORS OF
SCOTLAND
The whir of American quail will soon be a
familiar sound to sportsmen in Scotland if that
game bird continues to thrive as it has done on
a farm at Halleaths, Lochmeden, Dumfr!esshire,
since last February when twenty-five brace were
imported. Forty-three of the birds were liberated
in March. They proved to be extremely hearty
and reared two broods, numbering from ten to
fifteen chicks. All are in a thriving condition.
This is the - first successful attempt to acclimate American quail to the British Isles, a number of previous attempts to introduce birds from
Virginia having failed. Prince Albert, husband
of Queen Victoria, attempted to stock the estates
at Windsoi-; King Edward tried to add quail to
the wild fowl of the Sandringham preserves; the
late Maharajan Dhulcep Singh, Lord Walsingham and Lord Lilford also tried, but were equally
unsuccessful. It remained for a Scottish commoner, John Johnstone, to succeed where others
had failed. Johnstone's quail are of the species
originally taken from the western states to Vancouver, British Columbia, and thence transported
to Scotland.
GUARDS AT HARDING TOMB TOLD TO
SHOOT MARAUDERS
Soldiers guarding the vault where the body of
the late President is entombed have been given
orders to shoot directly at persons who have been
causing disturbances around the tomb of the late
President at night, Lieutenant R. H. Harriman,
in command of the soldier guard stationed at the
tomo, announced recently.
,
Lieutenant Haniman said that ever since the

guard has been stationed at the tomb certain in- dividuals have been annoying the detachment.
At first small boys were blamed, 9>:1t when the
disturbances kept up the guard tool<: it more seriously.
The disturbances have consisted of t_h rowing
stones at two small guard-houses on each side of
the entrance to the vault. At various times a
bugle has been blown in remote parts of the cemetery about the midnight hour and of late has
happened almost nightly.
Riot guns have been sent from Fort Hayes,
Columbus headquarters of the guard detachment
here, and these, loaded with buckshot, will be
used if the disturbances continue, Lieutenant
Haniman said. No cause for the disturbances is
known.
85,000 DESTROYED HOUSES REBUILT
Approximately 100,000 houses were destroyed
or damaged seriously in Belgium during the war,
and of these more than 85,000 have been reconstructed to date, leaving about 15,000 still to be
erected or put into habitable repair, which, it is
expected, will take about another twelvemonth.
Such is the broad fact 1·evealed in the latest returns issued by the Deuartment for the Reconstruction of the Devastated Regions of Belgium.
Some 1,200 churches, schools, town halls and
other public edifices were destroyed or heavily
damaged in the war. A good thousand of these
have been rebuilt or repaired, and, while these
were being rebuilt King Albert's fund supplied
250 wooden huts to carry on the most urgent of
the services formerly effected in the destroyed
buildings. Scho,ols claimed first attention, more
than four hundred of these buildings being ren-.
dered available before other work was touched.
That part of Be1gium which contained the a;-.
tual battlefield was nothing more than a howf.
ing wilderness at the armistice. From a fertifo
pasture of pre-war days, the whole of the Belgian war zone had, by the close of 1918, become
a shell-swept waste, with a few branchless trees,
some riddled and blackened walls, exploded shelters, ugly trenches and abandoned munition
dumps occupying the site of what were in prewar days, and what are how once again, prosperous farms and comfortable homesteads. More
than 200,000 acres of land have had to be overhauled and leveled up to reach this result thousands of miles of high and by roads ha~e had
to be relaid, endless stretches of rail track" and
~ram lines constructed, water and gas maim:: put
m and canals, which themselves in mari'y instances, have had to be/ rebedded. In a word, the
very foundations of organized and civilized life
have had to be relaid. How this work .has been
accomplished is shown by the fact that of a total population of 315,000 in the West Flanders
war zone-the bulk of whom fled the country before or during the hostilities-nearly 290,000
haye now returned. A year after the armistice
the number of returned refugees was only 189 000.
'
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ITEMS OF GENERAL INTEREST
RUBBING NOSES
The Maori women of New Zealand know nothing about kissing. Nose rubbing is their form of
salutation, and when two friends meet they hold
each other by the hands, bend their heads until
their noses touch, and then rub them gently from
side to side. This form of greeting is not confined to the women, but is practiced by the men;
they seldom meet without rubbing noses.
NEW YORK CANDY
New York consumes more and manufactures a
better grade of candy than any other city in the
wo1·ld. Candy has come to be so generally used
that it is no longer regarded as a luxury, as was
the case a few decades ago, but as a food. The
candy-makers of New York are among the most
proficient in the country, and the work is surrounded by sanitary conditions that are regarded
as the most perfect in the world. It costs New
Yorkers ,an average of $5 each for candy every
year, which makes the annual bill for the sweets
$25,000,000.
JUDGE WANTS SALARY CUT
Judge H. C. Stratton of Chenango County, N.
Y., who took office Jan. 2, feels his remuneration
from various sources connected with his · office is
more than sufficient. Recently he wrote to State
Senator Lusk and Assemblyman Lord urging the
passage of' legislation reducing his salary as
County Judge from $4,000 a year to $3,500. Previously he had requested the Board of County
Supervisors to take this action and his request is
still under consideration.
The total salary of James P. Hill, Judge Stratton's predecessol', who was recently elected a
Justice of the Supreme Court, was $5,000, Judge
Stratton said. In 1918 a special act of the Legislature increased the salary of County Judges
from $3,000 to $4,000, and in 1920 an additional
$500 came to the Judge thl'ough the transfer tax.
A children's court allowance brought the total to
$5,000, which, Judge Stratton avers, puts an unne1:essary strain upon the taxpayers.
'A

MA-CHINE

TO MEET THE RABBIT
PLAGUE
One way to deal with rabbits, the great Australian plague, is to dig up their burrows. This,
however, is largely a lm~s of effort, for the rabbits reopen the burrows as fast as the workers
can 'destroy them-if not faster. Mr. E. K.
Bowman, of W argundy, has invented an interesting apparatus that attacks the problem from
the other side. He fills up the holes instead of
digging them out, and he does this by machine.
Roughly 1,peaking, what he has is a tractor that
carries two tanks, one of earth and one of water.
The earth is kept replenished by a digging element u.,t.ached to the machine. The earth from
the one ti.nk and the water from the other are
mixed by a revolving concrete mixer, and passed
down a chute, from which the mixture is directed

into the burrows. After drying,' this mixture
sets like cement; and the animals make no effort
to reopen the burrow.
SUNFLOWER SEED YIELD $750,000
Sunflower seeds, 14,000,000 pounds of them,
worth almost $750,000. That is this year's crop
of the three important producing States-Missouri, Illinois and California-according to the
Department of Agriculture.
The yield this year is about 4,000,000 pounds
more than last. From four to six million pounds
are imported annually, principally from Holland,
Argentina and Russia.
"The poor man's peanut" are what sunflower
seeds are called in some sections. In New York
City many Russians buy and roast them to eat.
They are used principally, though, in poultry
feed mixtures and for parrot feed.
1):ansas, the "Sunflower State," produces practically no sunflower seeds for commercial use, but
in the three principal producing States they are
considered a profitable crop, as about 600 pounds
an acre can be produced and sold for around $4
per 100 pounds.
GLOBETROTTER

SWEPT FROM CANOE
BY NILE
Details of the death by drowning in Egypt of
C. R. Morrison, young Philadelphian, who was
on his way round the world with Jean Meyers,
were received recently from Cairo.
The young men started from Cairo on Oct. 10
in a canoe for Central Africa by way of the Nile
in spite of warnings by friends that it would be
practically impossible to a scend the river at that
season of the year in such a tiny craft.
Meyers said they spent the first night at Maadi
and started next morning for Helouan. About 11
o'clock in the morning Meyers said the canoe got
into a small whirlpool which caused the small
craft to heel over, throwing them into the water.
Meyers 8aid that his companion called out to him
that he could swim and he told him to cling to
the canoe, which had righted itself, and was bein~ carried downstream. The canoe was only
thirty feet from the shore and Meyers tried to
push it in toward the bank but the current was
too strong.
·
Meyers finally decided to swim ashore for help
and told Morrison to stick to the canoe as he was
being carried down the river. The canoe was
found later some distance below the scene of the
accident but Morrison's body was not recovered.
The young men had expected to cross through
Africa from Cairo to the Cape and earn the expenses of the journey by selling postcards, bearing their pictures. The canoe was bought in
Cairo with the proceeds from the sale of postcards in that city and Alexandria.
Undaunted by the death of his companion,
Meyers announced his intention of making the
journey alone so soon as he could get the canoe
overhauled and sufficient money to buy stores and
equipment in place of the goods lost in the Nile.
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To Reduce Her Fat
Thousand, of overfat
people have irreatly reduced their weitrh t and
attained a normal fi1ure by following the
advice of others who
u.e and recommend the
Marmola Prescription
Tablets. These harmIese little fat reducers
are prepared in tablet
form from the same inirredienta that formerly
compoeed the famous
Marmola Preacription
for fat reduction.
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the better iru~ store• the wor Id over aell
Marmola Prescription Tablets at one dollar per
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one dollar to the Marmola Co. ,628
Garfield
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Was Losing All Hair!
But Now See What Kotalko Has Doner

______......, Miss Verdie Bolt's hair was
coming out by combfuls and
complete loss seemed sure. She
writes that she was terribly
worried. Then somebody told
,
her about Kotalko. She
., started using it. Her hair soon
stopped from falling and from
/ " }
. · coming away on the comb and
brush, and developed new,
beautiful, healthy growth. The photo shows
what 3 boxes of Kotallco did. There are legions
of other such wonderful cases on record. Kotall.o
is for men's, women's and children's hair.

I

Genuine Kotalko contains real bear oil; juice of the
rue pilocarpu.s plant and ten o::her ingredients. You may
buy it at a bu.sv druggist's . Guarantee in each box. Or
write for' proof box with booklet, free by: mail. Address:
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Lurlwli . 521 Westover Bid,. , Kansae City. Mo.
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or travel exoerlence unnecessary. WrJte Georae R.

Wagner, former Go,t. Detectlte, 1968 Broadw&y, N. Y.
EARN $20 weekly 1paro Ume. at home, addreastnc,
malling music, clrcular9. . Send 10c for music, 1ntorm&ti0!1. American Muslo Co., 1858 Broadway, Dept.
XS, N . Y.
EARN $15.0l>-,50.00 WEEKLY AT HOME, BTEiliY

u."'
O~~- E,~iE°a'f~:·NE'6~~~~~pli11r"f,,d,1i!~t
rou by correapondence.

Write for partlco.lars and
term,. SHO-RITE SIGN SYSTEM. No. 5414 Sho-Rlte
Bldg. . Detroit, M.lchtgan.
,

MANUSCRIPTS WANTED
STORIES, POEMS, PLAYS, etc., are wanted for publl·
aatlon. Sttbmlt MSS. or write LltertJY Bureau, 515

Hannibal, Mo.

PERSONAL
COLORADO GENTLEMAN, worth $50,000 would marry.
Z -Box 868, Leasue, Den•••• Colo.
00 YOU WANT NEW FRIENDS? Wrlta Bot!T Let,
Inc., 4254 Bro&d,.a,, New Torie Cll.y, Stamp apprt•
elated.
FRIEND FINDER-20 pa•• marazlno, Jakes, cartoons,
nam<'s, deacr1Dt1ons, addreue1, larl1 and cent oorrespondents, 01.talos.
too cotn,
Fin-Ko Pub. Co••
944 -K Clark, Toledo, Ohlo.
HUNDREDS 1Nldn1' marrta11. If alncere enc1on at&tnl).
Mr,. F . Wlllud, 2928 Broadway, Chlcaro, Illlnoh.
IF LONESOME uchanrt Jolly letters with beautiful
ladles and wealthy aentlernen. E,a Moore, Box 908,
J1ck1on•llle, FIL (Stamp) .
INDIVIDUAL .,..etht&rtl' club.
different. Bend
stamo anri aee. Violet na1. Denntson . Ohio.
LOOK WHOSE HERE! Princess OKIE world famou •
horoecopt•• Get your'1 toda:,-. Don't delay. Send run
blrlhd•t.e and !Oc. K. Okie, Box 280, Mds. SQ. Sta
N • w York. N. Y.
LONELY HEARTS, Joln our Club, be happy, corre•
spondence everywhere, many descripti ons , J>hoto1 free;
either sex, mMt aucceasful method , 23 years' exp~rlf'O<'e. Standard Cor. Club. Orayslake. Ill .
LONESOME 1 Make friends amonc our vast membership. Conftdentlal, Hrs. Franz, 949 Montan& BtrlOt,
Chlca,o.

n·,

,,..

·~·

·'··~

PIMP LES Stops Asthma
Tour 8kla Can Be Qulckl~Cleared ol
Pimples, Blackheads, ·Acne Eru1>tions on
the face or body, Barbers Itch, Eczema,
Enlarged Pores and Oily or Shiny Skin.

FREE

Write today for my J'REB BOOXLETf
"A Ct.J:iAlt-ToN• Ss:nt," tellln• llow
eand myoelf after belnir 111!llete<1 15 yean.

•de.. KanaH c,~. Mo.

s1000 CHh NY'II I canct..rrouralclnoftheabove b ..m .. ...._

E,S.GIVENS, 181 Chllllloal

f - - - OLD HONEY WANTBD - - - '
$2 to $500 EACH paill for hundred• of old
cou11. Keep ALL Old or odd mo.ney, it may
be VERY Ta1uable. Send 10 eta. for ILLUS·
TRATED COIN VALUE BOOK, 4:s:6. Gel
Posted. W e pay CASH.
CLARKE COUI CO., An. U, LeR07, N. l'..

Often • 24 H OUrS

•

MAMMOTH
CAVE IS
CLOSED
Mammoth
Cave, noted as
one of the seven
natural wonders
of the world, was
closed recently to
tourists and
sight-seers for
the first time, so
far as it is
known, since the
great cavern was
discovered. T h e
cave is in Edmonson County, Kentucky, e i g ht y
miles from Louisville.
A development
company, which
controls what it
claims is a "new
entrance!' to "the
cave had diverted
considerable traffic from the original or "discovery" entrance, it
was indicated.
In an announcement that
the original entrance had been
closed until further notice, the
trustee for t h e
estate which
owns the cave al1 e g e d that to
reach Mammoth
Cave th r o u g h
what has been
advertised as the
"new entrance" it
i,; n ecessary to
pass through six
connecting caves.
It was indicated
by the statement
of the t r u s t e e
that the mana~ement of the onginal e n t r a n c e
would "seek th e
proper remedy"
and that legal action against the
ilP.Yf'lnnment company for advertising that it cont r o 11 e d an entrance to the famous cavern was
to be taken.

FREE

·2 0 DAYS'

TREATMENT
Don't Send Any Money
1uot oiao and mall tho CouPOn bolew BIGHT NOWI

Tbat'a all

·r1~od"."'
·~~. d:.r 8,~!.:.h~~:r.;,,.!:..7ul.".~i..!-r:·r~.:...:i~.
tonta and sUmulat.,. the Vital Orsano ao4 Bodll7 J!'unct.lona and

be1P1 lhe llu1cular and N•nou • Sntama do thelz WOT'k •• Nature
Intended U,.7 1hould. Thlt la ont of th •l11t 111111 Allltt WIYI

to get quick and •tlafa,t.ry n1111tt.

Nu~a-Tone contains a opeclal form ot Iron, uoeful In maklnar red,
healthful blood.
It lo Iron that puto ..tor In tho choekl and
a aparkle lo the eye •• Nufi&•Tone allO oonWn• Phtsphoruas one ot the

fu!•tN~n~~~wn 1:e~~~~fon.or Nb:;~~¥1!e •~~~. 1t:;t~er,0:;e 'f~::i,

medJclnea. These BJ)lendld incredient• are uaed the world aur by man
of the best doctor, to usiat Nature tn butldlna- up &nd • trenathentnr
the musculu and nenoua 111tema of men and women.
Nuaa-Tone po1111se1 genuine 1111rft and mutt prov• lta value In Your own
ease, or it will not eost you a penny. Nuia•Tone 1• a doctor'• famoua
prescription that has been vreacrlbed and uaed with e:r.aellent reaulta for
the put thirty.five years.. Thouaanda or men and women are loUd 1n thoiJ!'
prahe or Nu&a-Tone becauae tt ha• .-Inn them bettor health, tncreated

atren;:t.h. renewed encray, 1reater endurance.

tx:1;~ov::cu~!t1b~·~~1:u: Ji~: ~~°!u~::e
·:rt· t::~ :1~:.~~'':rti ii.w.fi h•~~.!?T~~~•e:nd:dt:'i~.::

ItNr::i~!:~:ea
1::~r.fu~!~:'i,~
ovenomtnc cen1t1pat1on.
Nu1a-Tone 1trena-then1 and tonca the stomach.
1
1
0
~~
1~
aound, refreahln~ sleep and increue wei&ht 1n. thin. run-down, 0 worn-out.'"
anemic people. Nuga-Tone sweeten• the brea.tb and removea the coatlnc
1
0
::d~~io:!:~,:d~~dto& C:~~~tJ~u Jd;:-1
alt~
clear and r011. Nua:a-Ton• •lna you more pep and areater ambition. It
h one ot the btllt medicines tor weak. worn, run-down. nenou1. debilitated.
17
1
~:~-:.. w'l'1f'
~.
1
~:~
1
1
of men and women-ncn;Y:f'rt
a ,oed, deJ>tndable medicine we could not afford to let you t.17 tt 20 daya abaolutal7 free
flt ootL
u.. the Couoon
,....._before J'OU forseL Nu1a-Ton• 1, alM Nld by dNI•
119h aad I• 1uattntood to tin you ontlra oathfa.tio1 or m1111y nfundtd. Set 1uarutoe on MIii PAIUIL

~~:~~e;

tr::aci:::

~1li"~:1~
i:n~;:m~iorl~r\i;~F:.-~~';i" 1::1 ~hi~ 1~: ~'!rt'1°1T1.~~:.
ACT TODAY! f.~.:n !~~/•• 83~ix;:Jt1:.;.,!';!~f,~!: ~t"'~-;,.
and,
,~;,'11f, .::~i t!m/o'::~r t~ufa~~~~.°~a~n~-auch
~!~~T;·

richt .....
.........................,30 DAYS' TRIAL COUPON""""" ...................
NATIONAL LABORATORY, Dept. A515-1018 S. Wabaah Ave., Chicago
OENTLll:l(EN:

P l - oend me J'REE 011' ALL COST, POSTAGE PREPAID, a 30 4171' U1tl
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WILD WEST WEEKLY

OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS

- - LATEST ISSUES - -

1077 Young Wild West. Roping the "Ghost Dancers"; or,
Spoillng an Indian Outbreak.
\ 1078 " Capturing a Claim; or, Arletta and the Gold
Pocket.
1079 " and the Deadwood Deadshot; or, The Man Who
Was Hard to Beat. •
1080 " RescajJ!g a Ranchman; or, Arietta and the
Renegade Cowboys.
108l 1' BHrayed by a Greaser; or, Sealed in an Aztec
Tomb.
1082 " Fight at the Forks; or, Arietta and the Lost
Elmlgrant Train.
1083 " and tl1e Desperado; or, The Maskerl Men of the
Mountain.
1085 " Rapid-Fire Fight: or, Holding a Cave of Gold.
1086 " atBfufi_owboy -"Shindig"; or, Arletta Calling a
1087 "
1088 "
1089 "

1090 "
1091 "
1092 "
1.0~3

"

10!14

"

10!l5 "
1096 "

1097 "
1098 "
1099 "
1100 "
1101

"

1102 "

•

and Senor Santo; or, The Brigands of the
Border.
Calling the Cavalrv: or, Arietta's 'T'hrilling Ride.
Ready Rifle; or,' The Bullet That Found a .
Mark.
Road Agent Round-Up; or, Arletta Carrying
the Mall.
and the Red Ranchero; or, The Plot to Burn
a Settlement..
On a Puzzling Tran; or, Arietta's Nugget Clue.
Fight in 1·hc Sagebrush; or, Thr Richest Spot
In Nevada.
and Little Morcasin: or, AriettR's Pnwnee Peril.
Stopping a "Sho0t-U1>"; or, The Grudge That
Neper Was Paid.
On the Frontier; or, Arietta and the Mexican
Outlaws.
and "Three-Fingered Tom"; or, The Toughest
Man in Camp.
Ricliest Pan<iut; or, A'rietta and the Hidden
Cave.
and the Ropers; or, A Finish Fight On the
Ran.11:e.
Trailiui,t the Express Thieves; or, Arietta's
Golden Reward.
Trimming the Toughs; or, Making Music for
a D ance.
Bandit Shake-Up; or, Arietta's Daring Decep-

~a

I

R,,fl Hot Fight; or, The Hidalgo's Hidden
Haunt.
110-l " Lnriat Swing; or, Arietta and The Broken
Bridge.
1105 " anfl the Red Skin Road Agents; or, Trouble
A't tlie Double Six Ranch.
.
1106 " Shooting for His L1fe; or, Arietta's Able Assistance.
1107 " anrl "18-Carat Dan"; or, The Dandy Bad Man of
Gilt Edge.
1108 " Defying His Enemies; or, Arletta and the
Death Cave.
For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 7c. per copy, in money or pos•
toge stamps.
1103

"

THE FOLLOWING NUMBERS PRICE 8 CENTS

1109 ••
1110 "
llll.

"

111 '.l

"

Hunting for Grizzlies; or, a Lively Time in the
Rockies.
Trailing the Redskins; or, Arletta and tbe Ab·
ducted Girl.
,4.gainst Odds; rir, The Shot That Won the
Flgbt.
Stopplng a Round Up; or, Arietta and the
Ranehero.
HARBY 11:. WOLFF, Publhlter, ID<!.,

UM West !ltt l!treet,

New Yark ~

HOW TO
SCENARIOS WRITE
THEM
Price SS Cents Per Cop:,-

Thls hook contains all the most recent chanires In
the metllod of construction and su bmlsslon of see•
ne.r!os. Sixty Lessons, covering every phase of see•
narlo wtltlng. For sale by all Newsdealers and Boot•
etores. l! you cannot procure e. copy, send us the
price, 3!$ cents, in money or posts.ire stamps, and we
will ma ll ynu one, posta&"e free. Address
L. liEN .... RENil, 119 SeYenth Ave., New York, N. Y

Useful, Instructive, and Amusing. The,- coetaln
Valuable Information on Almost
Every Subject.
No.

1.

NAPOLEON'S

ORACULUM

AND

DREAIII

BOOK. - Containing the great oracle of human destiny.
also the true meaning of almost any kind ot dreams'
~~~J;~er with charms. ceremonies and curious games of
No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS. - The great book ot
magic and card tricks, containing tun instructions on
all leading card tricks of the day, also the most popular
~aglcal Illusions as performed by our leading magicians; every boy should obtain e. copy of this book.
No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT. - The arts and wile• of
flirtation are fullly explained by this little book. ' Besides the various methods of handkerchief tau glove
parasol, window and hat flirtation, It contai~s a full list
of the lan!!'uage and SPntiment of flowers.
No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of this little book.
It contains full Instructions in the art of dancing etiquette in the ballroom ond at parties, how to dress'. and
full directions tor cnlllng oft' in all popular sqU'are danc~s.
No. 5. HO~ TO lllAKE_ LOVE.;-:A complete guicle to
l_ove, courts~1p and marrrnge, g1vmg sensiblP nrlvice,
rules anrl etiquette to "be observed, with many curious
and Interesting things not generally lrn"wn .
No. 6.

HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.-Giving

No. 9.

HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST -

full instruction s ~or the use of dumbbells, Indian c lubs,
parallel bars, horizontal bars anrl various othPr methods
of developing a good, healthy muscle; con tainlng over
sixty 1llnstra tions.
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.-Handsomely illustrated and containing fun Instructions tor the man 11 irement and training of the canary, mockingbird, bobolink
blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc.
·

By Harry Kennedy. Every intelligent boy reading t'his
book of instructions ,can master the art, and create any
amount of fun tor himself and friends. It is the greatest book evPr publi shed.
.No. 10.-HO'lV TO BOX.-The art of self-defense made
easy. Containing over thirty 1llustrations ot gnnrds
blows a9d the dill'erent positions of a good boxer Elver~
boy should obtain one of these useful and lnstructiv<>
:ir«:i~i
It will teacb you how to box without an in •

0:,s

HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.-A most
complete little book, containing full directions for writIng !()Ve-letters, and when to use them, giving specimen
letters for young and old.
No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LET'J'ERS TO LADIES
-Giving complete Instructions for writing letters t,;
ladles on all subjects: also letters of Introduction notes
and reg nests
'
No. 11.

No. 13.-HOW

TO DO

IT;

Or,

BOOK

OF

ETJ.

QUETTE.-lt Is a great life secret, and one that every
ino~t.g man desires to kn9-w ·about. There's happiness

No. 14. HOW TO l\lAKE CANDY.-A complete hand book for making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups
essences, etc.
'
No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.-One of
the brighte~t and most valuable little books ever given
to the world. Everybody wishes to know how to be•
come beautiful. botb me.le and female. The secret Is
simple nnd almost costless.
No. 20:
HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING.
PARTY.-A most complete compendium of games sports
card diversions. comic recitations, etc., suitable for par~
!or e.r drawing-room entertainme.nt. It contains more
for the money than any book published.
No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREA!IIS.-This little
book gives the explanation to all kinds of dreams together with lucky nncl unlucky days.
'
No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.-Contalnlng full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects.
No. 25. HOW TO BECOl\lE A GYMNAST.-Contatning full directions tor all kinds of gymnastic sports and
athletic exercises. Embracing thirty-five 1llustratlons.
By Professor W. Macdonald.

For 's ale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to an1
address on receipt ot price, 10c. per copy,
in money or stamps, by

HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Jae.
. 166 We.st 23d Street.
New YOl'k Cit« /

